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- ELVIS’ 


last words to you 


before going overseas 


“PLEASE DON’T 
‘FORGET ME 
. WHILE I’M GONE” - 


— Ae? 
says Jerry Lewis 





White...floating...pure... 
5S 


Clve IS skin a clear. fresh look.. That Iwory Look 
€ ey 


Blessed gentleness for your complexion! Ivory Soap is 

, : : : The gentleness you trust for 
white—the color of purity. Has the fresh, clean fragrance of ae 

a baby’s sensitive skin 

purity. And there’s no tight, dry feeling after washing. makes Ivory a very special 
Regular Ivory care leaves your skin supple with inner : soap for yours. 
moisture for a wondrous pure look—That Ivory Look! 99 %o% pure 
z 
fae eke floats 
iMMore doctors advise lvory than any other soap . % oe 





THESE FIVE OR: ANY FIVE: OF THE 
18 ALBUMS DESCRIBED BELOW 
FOR ON LY $3 98 [RETA VALUE UP TO $24.90] 


-.. If you agree to buy five albums from 
the Club during the next twelve months 
from at least 100 to be made available 


HIS exciting new plan, under the direction of the 
"Took of the Month Club, enables you to have 
on tap a variety of popular music for family fun and 
happier parties . . . and at an immense saving. More- 
over, once and for all, it takes bewilderment out of 
building such a well-balanced collection. YOU PAY 
FAR LESS FOR ALBUMS THIS WAY than if you buy 
them haphazardly. For example, the extraordinary 
introductory offer described above can represent as 
much as a 40% saving in your first year of mem- 
bership. THEREAFTER YOU SAVE ALMOST 331%. 
After buying the five albums called for in this offer, 
you will receive a free 12-inch 33% R.P.M. album, 
with a nationally advertised price of at least $3.98, 
for every two albums purchased. A WIDE CHOICE OF 
RCA VICTOR ALBUMS will be described each month. 
One will be singled out as the album-of-the-month. 
If you want it, you do nothing; it will come to you Ng 
automatically. If you prefer one of the alternates— : 
or nothing at all in any month—you can make your 
wishes known on a form provided. You pay the na- 
tionally advertised price—usually $3.98, at times 
$4.98 (plus a small postage and handling charge). 


SINGING STARS - 
DANCE MUSIC .- 





To Introduce You to the 


RCA VICTOR POPULAR ALBUM CLUB 


rome = a 


BROADWAY MUSICALS - 
MOOD MUSIC - 


7 Mei 










JAZZ 
COLLECTOR’S ITEMS 


PERRY COMO: WE GET LETTERS 





ALL ALBUMS ARE 
12-INCH 3314 R.P.M. 
LONG-PLAYING 


RCA VICTOR | es 


RODGERS & HAMMERSTEIN’S 


soUTH PACIFic 


RCA Victor a 


DEED! 
TOMMY 
DORSEY 
AND HIS 
RX’ ORCHESTRA 





Moods in Music 


Music for Dining 


THE 
MELACHRINO STRINGS 


SOCHSSHSHSSHSHSSSSHSSHSSHSSSSHSSSHSSHSHSSSHSSSHSSSHSSHSSHSSSSHSSSHHSHHSSHHEHHHEHSEHSHHHSOHOESSES 
YOU WANT. DO NOT DETACH FROM THE COUPON 


CHECK THE FIVE ALBUMS 


C) WE GET LETTERS Perry 
Como sings 12 standards: 
S’posin’, "Deed I Do, etc. 


1 BELAFONTE Scarlet 
Ribbons, Matilda, Water- 
boy, 8 more. Folk songs, 
ballads, spirituals, calypsos. 


O FRANKIE CARLE’S 
SWEETHEARTS Dancy 
piano, rhythm, on 12 
‘girl’ songs: Nola, Laura, 
Cecilia, etc. 


(1 NEW GLENN MILLER 
ORCHESTRA IN HI Fi Ray 
McKinley, Lullaby of Bird- 
land, On the Street Where 
You Live. 12 dance items. 


C BRASS & PERCUSSION 
Morton Gould Symphonic 
Band, hi-fi showpiece. 17 
marches, with 8 of Sousa’s 
best. Others by Goldman, 
Gould. 


O JAMAICA Original 
Broadway cast, starring 
Lena Horne. Complete Ar- 
len-Harburg hit score. 


1 MARIO LANZA—STU- 
DENT PRINCE Hits from 
Romberg’s_ operetta, 
Lehar, Rodgers gems, etc. 
14 favorites by the exciting 
tenor. 


C1) BING WITH A BEAT 
A Crosby jazz lark with 
Bob Scobey. Whispering, Er- 
actly Like You, 10 more 
old-time evergreens. 


(1) TOMMY DORSEY: YES 
INDEED! Original record- 
ings of arie, Boogie 
Woogie, Star Dust, ete. 
Sinatra, Berigan, Stafford. 


O LET’S DANCE WITH 
THE THREE SUNS Forty 
show tunes, standards in 
“‘society’’ dance medleys. 


(] SOUTH PACIFIC Origi- 
nal movie sound track re- 
cording of Rodgers-Ham- 
merstein score. New, in 
highest fil! 


(1) THE FAMILY ALL TO- 
GETHER Fiedler, Boston 
Pops, light classics: Ravel’s 
Bolero, Clair de Lune, etc. 


plus fi 


[]) MUSIC FOR DINING 
Melachrino Strings in hi- 
mood music. Tenderly, 
September Song, Char- 
maine, etc. 


O MOONGLOW Artie 
Shaw. 12 all-time hits from 
"38 to °43. Begin the Be- 
guine, Frenesi, Star Dust, 
Nightmare. 


PORGY AND BESS 
Highlights from Gershwin’s 
classic. All-star cast fea- 
turing Risé Stevens, Robert 
Merrill. 


O SWEET SEVENTEEN 
Ames Brothers in 12 stand- 
ards. Little White Lies, I 
Don’t Know Why, For Sen- 
timental Reasons, etc. 


(] Let’s CHA CHA WITH 
PUENTE Urgently rhythmic 
Latin dance fare in the 
modern, preferred big-band 
style, 


0 THE EYES OF LOVE 
Hugo Winterhalter’s lush 
orchestra in 12 standards: 
Smoke Gets in Your Eyes, 
ow Have Eyes for You, 
etc. 


THE RCA VICTOR POPULAR ALBUM CLUB 
c/o Book-of-the-Month Club, Inc. 

345 Hudson Street, New York 14, N. Y. 
Please register me as a member of The rca Victor Popular Album 
Club and send me the five albums I have checked at left, for which I 
will pay $3.98, plus a small postage and handling charge. I agree to buy 
five other albums offered by the Club within the next twelve months, 
for each of which I will be billed at the nationally advertised price: 
usually $3.98, at times $4.98 (plus a small postage and handling charge). 
Thereafter, I need buy only four such albums in any twelve-month 
period to maintain fn Poe Foy I may cancel my membership any time 
after buying five albums from the Club (in addition to those included 
in this introductory offer). After my fifth purchase, if I continue, for 
every two albums te I may choose a third album free. 


P190-10 


Name 


Address 








City Zone State 
NOTE: If you wish to enroll through an authorized RCA VICTOR dealer, please fill in here: 





Dealer’s Name 


Address 








City Zone State 





PLEASE NOTE: Send no money. A bill will be sent. Albums can be sent 
only to residents of the U. S., its territories and Canada. Albums for Ca- 
nadian members are made in Canada and shipped duty-free from Ontario. 









FRESHNESS 


yours...from 9 to 5 










































































































Freshness begins with internal 4 
daintiness . . . and internal dainti- 10 

: ; pega a 28 
ness begins with new mild Lysol os 


in your douche! 


, For “Lysol’’ brand disinfectant 


° nthe 8 
ends embarrassing odor—by killing + 
odor-causing germs! 22 


Yet “Lysol” is gentle. Can’t harm 


Leaves you fresh and sweet - 
inside! Try it. 38 
Does a better job than any home- vi 
style douche including vinegar! 57 

COVER: 


For free booklet on 


OCTOBER, 1958 


PHOTOPLAY 


FAVORITE 


PHOTOPLAY EXCLUSIVES 


DICK CLARK’S SPECIAL 6-PAGE DANCE BOOK 


ARTICLES AND SPECIAL FEATURES 


VOL. 54, NO. 4 





AMERICA’S MOVIEGOERS FO OVER FORTY YEARS 





29 
32 


“I'm Not Jerry Lee Lewis," Says Jerry Lewis 
Is There a Second Chance for Rock’s Heart? (Rock Hudson) 


By Jim Hoffman 


By Jae Lyle 


60, 61 Dick Says, “Be a Belle, Have a Ball"’ 
62 Tops at Hops 
64 Get Hep with These Real-Gone Steps 


24 You Asked Us, “What Are They Doing Now?” . 
34 “Shall We Tell Them All About Us?" (Carol Lynley, Jim MacArthur) 
By Carol Lynley to George Christy 
38 “Don’t Believe Everything They're Saying About Me’’ (Doris Day) 
41 ‘Please Don’t Forget Me While I'm Gone!’’ (Elvis Presley) By Jean Lewis 
43 “Mummy, How Can | Choose Between You and Daddy?” By G. Divas 
48 The Secrets of Her Hand and Heart (Kim Novak) 
51 Johnny Levels with Us (John Saxon) By Hildegarde Johnson 
55 The Bachelor and the Secretary {Leslie Nielsen) 
By Sondra Ullman to Marcia Borie 
56 Sirprize Party (Rory Calhoun, Guy Madison) 
58 Love has Shirley up a Tree (Shirley MacLaine) By Dee Phillips 
67 Happy Birthday, Tommy {Tommy Sands, Judi Meredith) By Alex Joyce 


YOUNG IDEAS 


45 You Have an Audience, Too .. . 
{Yvonne Craig, Jana Lund, Fran Ben- 
nett, Erica Kulewitz, Colleen Drake, 
Joyce Beatty, Heather Ames) 

By Harriet Segman 


Who Are Your Favorites? 


On the Record By Tommy Reynolds 
Readers Inc. 
Becoming Attractions 
Your Needlework 
96 


NEWS AND REVIEWS 


Hollywood for You By Sidney Skolsky 
Sara Hamilton's Inside Stuff 
Go Out to a Movie By Janet Graves 


26 
27 


Casts of Current Pictures 
Now Playing (Brief Reviews) 


STARS IN FULL COLOR 


Carol Lynley 59 Shirley MacLaine 
Jim MacArthur 62 Rick Nelson 
Doris Day 62 Johnny Mathis 
Elvis Presley 62 Frankie Avalon 
Rory Calhoun 62 Tommy Sands 
Guy Madison 


for 


Color portrait of Elvis Presley by Frank Gilloon Agency. Elvis stars in “King Creole” 
Paramount. His latest album, “King Creole,” was recorded by RCA-Victor. 





doctor-approved meth- 
ods of douching (sent 
in plain envelope), 


EVELYN 









JEAN KAMER, Managing Editor 


JOAN GUERIN, Assistant Editor 


write to: “Lysol,” CARYL P. 
Bloomfield, N.J.,Dept. 
P-1058. 


JANET GRAVES, JIM HOFFMAN, Contributing Editors 


PAIN, Editor KENNETH CUNNINGHAM, Art Director 
NORMAN SIEGEL, West Coast Editor 

PAMELA LAW, Fashion Editor 

AGNES ALLEN, Art Assistant 

HARRIET SEGMAN, Beauty Editor 


ROGER MARSHUTZ, Staff Photographer 
MAXINE ARNOLD, MARCIA BoRiE, West Coast Contributors 


GoTTLies, Associate Editor 
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an be made onty if we have your old as well as your new address, bing: to PHOTOGRAPH 


Your November issue will be on sale at your newsstand on October 2nd 


PHOTOPLAY 1S PUBLISHED MONTHLY A Macfadden Publications, Inc., New 7 N. ¥, EXECUTIVE 
ADVERTISING AND EDITORIAL OFFICES at 205 East 42nd ea New York 17, N. Y. Editorial branch 
office, 321 South oe Drive, Beverty ‘Wills. Calif. Irv S. Manheimer, President; Lee Andrews, 
Vice- President; Meyer Dworkin, ‘Secre ry Treasurer. havertioine offices also in oat ap and San 
Francisco, SUBSCR PTION RATES: $2.50 one BP es $4.00 two three yea U. S., its 
possessions and Canada. 5. per year r countries, NGE OF ADDRESS: *" weeks notice 
essential, When possible, please furnish stenci- -impression, address from a recent issue. Addre ones 
Bg ay ag Publications, "Inc. 5 
w 


ears, $5.50 
AN! 


MANUSCRIPTS, DRAWINGS AN 








East 42nd Street, New York 17, N. Y. arefully considered but 

publisher cannot = Big msible for loss or damage. It is advisable 2% yn duplicate copy for your records. Ont 
material accompan) oy stamped, self-addres envelopes alt Be omen su is return will be returned. 
- FOREIGN editions Nanded thrust ee gay en See International Corp., 205 East 42nd Street, New York 17, 
BRAND DISINFECTANT N. Y¥. Irving S. Manheimer, Presiden Lockhart. Vice President. ‘RE-ENTERED Second Class Matter 
M 10, 1946, at the Post Office at el & Y. nder the Act of March 3, 1879. Authorized as Second Class 
labl C d ae o. pe t.5 osewe, Ont, igh All ag tents 4 1958 by hg gy ee Reng, oom ag bani Bs oo hts Todos Pm ned 

i ai i n tiona pyright Convention r B , Peserv ler jos de 

Sicha & Penk Fretaes on & Gman feservedos segun Ta Convencion ana ¢2 Propiedad Literaria y, Artistica.” ile trademark rex istered suet 

. Patent Office. Printed in U.S.A. wd Art Color TRUE STORY OMEN'S "GRO . 





All the sultry drama of Tennessee Williams’ Pulitzer Prize Play is now on the screen! 


MOM 


presents 


d 


Onda 


Ie Kojiad Borm aketeyy 


Alita 
one 
pillow 


on 
her 
bed... 
And 
just 
one 
desire 
in her 
heart ! 


~ FZABETH TAVLOR.- PAUL NEWALAN 


y BURL Ives 
JACK CARSON -JUDITH ANDERSON - rcxaro srooKs ara JaMes POE 


Based on the Play “CAT ON A HOT TIN ROOF” by , METROCOLOR Directed by Produced by 


TENNESSEE WILLIAMS - an avon prooucrion * RICHARD BROOKS - LAWRENCE WEINGARTEN 


P 
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Tommy Reynolds is producer of MBS’ 


“Bandstand, U.S.A.” 


Hear him Sat. 
nights, 8:05 till 10 p.m., New York time 


by TOMMY REYNOLDS ile 








Tommy is surprised by a fan letter from singer Connie 


Francis... News of other singers... Perry’s latest disc 


Hi, gang! Here we are back again 
with what would’ve been a full column 
of up-to-date chatter about our wonder- 
ful world of music. But ooh-wee! (as 
the guy said when he spotted that Pur- 
ple People Eater) In flew a very inter- 
esting letter that I’m sure you'll enjoy. 
It’s from a fan. After I read it, I de- 
cided I’m a fan of hers as well. And 
I’ll bet you are, too! 

“Dear Tommy,” writes Connie Fran- 
cis. “I’d like to thank you most warmly 
for telling your many readers about me. 
How do I know you've been doing this? 
Well, I’m a Photoplay reader and [| al- 
ways make sure—well, naturally!—to 
dig ‘On The Record.’ 

“As I’ve discovered, Photoplay is 
read not only by teenagers, who are so 
instrumental in forming a singer’s ca- 
reer, but also by adults, who are equally 
important. 

“For example, did you know it was 
an adult—my own wonderful dad—who 
actually suggested that I record the bal- 
lad, ‘Who’s Sorry Now?’ in face of the 
obvious rock ’n’ roll trend. To my 
amazement, teenagers weren't the only 
ones who purchased discs. Adults started 
buying, too. I certainly don’t have to 
tell you, Tommy Reynolds, that this tune 
is an ‘oldie’ and brought back a flavor 
of an earlier era. Dad was right when he 
said, “The world is composed of senti- 


mentalists.’ But what nobody seemed to 
notice was that although “Who's Sorry 
Now?’ is an old ballad and that I sang 
it as a ballad (very straight) the musical 
background that I used was actually a 
modified rock ’n’ roll! 

“So you see, I combined both the new 
and the old. And everything happened 
so fast after that that I’m still spin- 
ning—and [| can’t even tell whether it’s 
78 or 3314 rpm! 

“I feel chatty, Tommy. May I go on 
for a few more bars? 

“One of the most important events in 
my career was being invited to sing on 
Dick Clark’s premiere TV show. It 
proved to me that music hasn’t slid all 
the way downhill. There are loads of 
youngsters (look who’s talking—me! ) 
who appreciate good lyrics. 

“May I say that teenagers are for- 
ever being berated for liking rock ’n’ 
roll, but never praised when showing 
feelings for other kinds of music also. 
As far as r ’n’ r goes, there’s a good bit 
of it that’s wholesome, a lot of fun, and 
in keeping with youthful energies. And 
it seems to me that the word ‘teenager’ 
has taken on a connotation other than 
its true meaning of simply people be- 
tween the ages of thirteen and nineteen. 
It’s really silly to disregard their sim- 
ilarities on the one hand, and their dis- 
similarities on the other. Furthermore, 






this age group is always, and quite nor- 
mally so, in a process of change. / 
oughta know! 

“But enough of that. For the past few 
months I’ve been on a whirlwind night- 
club tour covering most of the country. 
Often adults have come backstage to 
tell me how they enjoyed the show. | 
guess parents, too, enjoy some of the 
same entertainment as their offspring. 
If sons and daughters follow in the 
footsteps of mom and dad, I sure have 
my future nitery audiences predeter- 
mined, which is something I am looking 
forward to eagerly. 

“Just recently I recorded ‘Carolina 
Moon.’ I hope I’m not pushing the 
standards too hard, but it’s the type of 
music I’ve always wanted to sing. This 
is not to say that I don’t enjoy the con- 
temporary tunes. I do, and will continue 
to record them. As a matter of fact, the 
other side of ‘Carolina Moon’ is a 
novelty number called ‘Stupid Cupid.’ 
With this single recording I may be able 
to please both sides of the music-loving 
family. At any rate, I’m trying!” 

Connie Francis 


Thanks, Connie, for your wonderful 
letter. But let me add one thing you 
didn’t say. Since you exploded the 
world of music about six months ago 
with “Who’s Sorry Now?” (continued) 





Connie Francis takes stand on good lyrics 
and defends current teenage music taste 
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NOW! Exciting New Protein Waving Discovery 








aves and curls your hair 


aly as you shampoo! 


NMarderky / Moro / 
wash’n curl 


TRADEMARK 


WAVING SHAMPOO 


*oaol 





Conditions and curls while it cleans! Long lasting! 
Guarantees ‘natural’ waves from shampoo to shampoo! 


NO MORE EXPENSIVE PERMANENTS! 
ENDS NIGHTLY PIN-UPS FOREVER! 


Women everywhere are going wild over Wash ’N Curl! And 
no wonder. There has never been anything quite like it before! 


dé Now you can actually shampoo in lustrous, lovely, natural- 

— looking curls and waves as you shampoo out dirt and dulling 

The secret of wash ’n curl magic film! No extra lotions, sprays, neutralizers, end papers, or 

PROTEINS—So necessary to life itself! Beautify and benefit wave sets. Nothing else to buy. And no more nightly pin-ups. 
hair as no other ingredient can. Proteins add body, more soft- Wonderful new Wash ’N Curl does it all! 


ness and sheen to hair, protect natural oils during shampoo. So good for your hair, too! This gentle golden liquid is a 


a scientific blend of precious proteins and heart-of-lanolin that 
very heart of water-soluble lanolin! Scientifically balanced in conmeions ane ome — . ares yer ro hale inte eliven- 
exclusive formula to provide the first perfect all-in-one shampoo! soft texture. Tames it into a whirl of obedient curls or casual 
waves that last from shampoo to shampoo! 
Curls and waves—the wash ’n curl way 
So easy! Shampoo it in. Let billowy lather remain on hair for 
5 minutes, then rinse and set in the style of your choice. Guaran- 


teed for all types of hair: oily, dry, normal, bleached, damaged, 
dyed, permanent waved—even children’s soft fine hair! 


Vou have te wash your hair anyWad — 


— 
why not shampoo i in ~ and waves with 





On sale 
at 
Was n cur — 
TRADEMARK counters 
WAVI bad ay SS H A mw POO everywhere 





Another beauty ‘plus’ by LANOLIN PLUS, INCORPORATED — 








ON . 
THE = ° 
RECORD ee 


“Rockin’ with Kay” (RCA Victor 
continued LPM— 1720). Kay Starr, the gal with 
a beat, has come a long way since her 
big band days (with Charlie Barnet 
the femmes are once again popping up and Joe Venuti), and deservedly so. In 
on the charts. Until several months ago our books, Kay always rocked. “Rockin’ 
it was indeed rare to see the name of a_ | With Kay” is no exception. 

girl who had a disc in the top twenty. 
Now you can find The Chordettes, 
Eydie Gormé, The Fontaine Sisters, 
Toni Arden, Kathy Linden and others. 


“Welcome to my Heart” (Gogi 
Grant, RCA Victor LPM-1717). Gogi, 
who has had several hits, including her 
recent LP of the Helen Morgan Story 
Talking about “oldies,” none other (RCA Victor LCC-1030), gets a warm 
than Perry (that is, Como) and Peggy sound and has the talent to phrase with 
(who else but Lee?) have a couple of emotion. The lush backgrounds ar- 
big ones in the making. “Beats There A ranged and conducted by Dennis Far- 
Heart So True” is one of the most beau- non fit Gogi like a glove. 
tiful ballads Perry has warbled in a long 
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THE SMARTEST GIRLS USE TAMPAX! | time. Make sure to have your hanky | | Guy in Love” (Guy Mitchell, Co- 
strates a somewhat new Guy Mitchell 
who seems to be phrasing with a more 
intimate approach than on previous re- 
Because they know, too, that with breezy and light. Peggy takes an old |‘ leases. Some fine old songs are offered 
Tampax® internal sanitary protection, rhythm and blues ditty called “Fever” here—love songs of the outdoors. Glenn 
nothing can show—and no one can | for a ride, and we predict it'll be big. 
know! | And dig “Don’t Nobody Move” by " 
Because Tampax helps them forget | Bill Haley and His Comets. A swinging “Put Your Dreams Away (Frank 
about differences in days of the month— hot-jump pace. And loads of fun on the sinatra, Columbia CL1136). This col- 
so sure, so secure do they feel with lection of all time greats makes avail- 
Tampax! able some of Frank Sinatra’s finest 
ballad performances. Frank’s instinc- 
tively casual phrasing, as usual, is | 
superb. Great singer, great songs. 


; handy (or better still. your BF’s shoul- 
Because they know that Tampax was in- ak alt oe Veen On te Me 1 
vented by a doctor for the benefit of all os —— a - — 7 = 
women—married or single, active or not! Moon Talk,” which is delightfully 


Osser’s fine arrangements. 


dance floor—because when that drum 


beats and the gang says “Don’t Nobody 
NO WONDER smart young moderns every- 


hese encowmnge their friends 00 ty Move!” that’s just what the dancers do 
where 
Tampax—to dirover its many benefits! | —°F should I say don’t do? Anyway. 


To piscover the comfort, convenience it | 1°" get the idea . . . So long for now. 
brings! No chafing, bulk or bulges! No 
odor problems! No disposal problems! 














TO DISCOVER new freedom! Freedom to 
swim, shower and bathe—to do what 
you like, whenever you feel like it! 


TO piscoveR the poise, the confidence that 
comes with knowing that you're at your 
very best! 


NO WONDER millions choose Tampax— 
use it by the billions! Are you a Tampax- 
user? You owe it to yourself to be one. 
Buy Tampax wherever drug products are 
sold—in Regular, Super or Junior absorb- 
encies. Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, 
Massachusetts. 





| 
Invented by a doctor— | ‘ , , = ? 
now used by millions of women | Per just misses mike collision before waxing latest, “Beats There a Heart so True” 





GENUINE REGISTERED ® 


eepsake 


DIAMOND RINGS 


The Choice of a Lifetime 


Magic moment beyond compare... 

a diamond ring for this love you 

share. In making this important 

lifetime purchase, you'll be wise to 

choose a diamond of finest quality 
. a perfect diamond. 


There is no more expressive 
symbol, no greater assurance of 
value than a Keepsake — the en- 
gagement ring with the perfect 
center diamond. Only a gem of this 
flawless quality, fine color and ex- 
pert cut can reflect full diamond 
fire and brilliance. To help you 
choose with confidence, the Keep- 
sake Certificate presented with your 


A. H. POND CO., INC. ——— Producers of Keepsake and Starfire Diamond Rings 


ring guarantees perfect quality (or 
replacement assured). Keepsake 
also registers your ring perma- 
nently, assuring lifetime trade-in 
privilege and protection against loss 
of the diamonds for one year. 


Why risk an unwise choice when 
the Keepsake Guarantee gives you 
all the facts. Look in the ring and 
on the tag for the name ‘’Keep- 


‘ 


sake,’’ the diamond ring you will 


wear with pride forever. Many 
beautiful styles from $100 to 
$10,000—-at authorized Keepsake 


Jewelers only. 


Rings from left to right 


JULIET Ring 575.00 
Also $500 to 2475 
Wedding Ring 175.00 
ROLAND Ring 400.00 
Wedding Ring 125.00 
BAXTER Ring 225.00 
Also $100 to 750 
Wedding Ring 20.00 
HAYDEN Ring 125.00 
Wedding Ring 42.50 


All rings available either 
natural or white gold. Prices 
include Federal Tax. Rings 
enlarged to show details 

® Trade-mark registered. 


Dating is really fun... when you know 


THE ART OF DATING 
by Dr. Evelyn Millis Duvall 


An expert guide to happy, successful dating to 
make your teens the best years of your life. 
This fact-filled book is written by Dr. Evelyn 
Millis Duvall, famous author and counselor. 
REGULARLY $2.50 in hard cover, this book is 
yours in the exclusive Keepsake edition for 
ONLY 50¢ AND THIS COUPON AT ANY 
KEEPSAKE JEWELER’S STORE. If dealer is not 
listed in yellow pages, write to Keepsake Dia- 
mond Rings, Syracuse 2, N.Y., for his name. 
DO NOT SEND MONEY, PLEASE. 
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THATS 
BLO) PPA 4ele) BD 
XO) £m 40) © 


BY SIDNEY SKOLSKY 


| wonder what MM really thinks of BB. And vice versa... 
Rossano Brazzi should take lessons on how to unbend 
. . . According to past performances, Deborah Kerr’s off- 
screen publicity should help her in the Oscar Derby .. . I’d 
like to have a dollar for every person who stands in the 
footprints of the stars in the forecourt of Grauman’s Chinese 
Theater . . . Natalie Wood tells me it’s nice to be married to 
her favorite actor. And R.J. says it’s just as nice to be married 
to his favorite actress . . . I prefer lavender to purple be- 
cause it’s Kim Novak’s favorite color; and also because of 
that old song favorite, “The Purple People Eater” . . . Be- 
cause of the many good old movies on TV, there’s big interest 
in former movie stars who are no longer acting. “What’s 
Luise Rainer doing these days?” I’ve been asked. Well, 
Luise, who’s been playing the channels in “The Great Zieg- 
feld” and “Dramatic School’, is the wife of book publisher 
Robert Knittel, and has a daughter, Francesca, age 14... . 

I don’t know a comic who'd welcome an honest ad-lib bout 
with Pearl Bailey . . . Sophia Loren looks, acts and is now 
regarded as a Hollywood star. The foreign flavor and appeal 
are gone... Eddie Fisher should make the next best-dressed 
list . . . | wonder if Elvis Presley ever read “On the Road” 
by Jack Kerouac. I wonder if Elvis reads novels. (Don’t hit 
me. I really want to know.) . . . Stan Freberg on Pay-TV: 


— 


ote . 7” , te é 


Princess Grace looking matronly? Frankie doesn’t think so! 


Marlon’s mixing genius and big business, with his “Guns Up” 


“It won’t succeed. People won’t pay to hate something they 
can hate for nothing.” . . . They say Marlon Brando can’t 
seem to get “Guns Up,” his planned Pennebaker Production, 
off the ground. Maybe genius shouldn’t mix with business? 

I’ve the impression Zsa Zsa Gabor and General Trujillo 
are wise to each other . . . Joan Collins not only locks every 
door in her apartment, but has special bolts on every door 
. . . It’s nice watching those old movies (“Forty-Second 
Street” and “Golddiggers”) in which Dick Powell and 
Ruby Keeler sing to each other. Powell is now a movie 
producer-director (latest is “The Hunters”). But I bet you 
didn’t know Ruby Keeler (Mrs. Loewe) now resides in the 
San Fernando Valley, and until recently had a dancing 
school . . . Believe it or not, but I did see Jayne Mansfield 
carrying a copy of “The Hidden Persuaders.” . . . Eydie 
Gormé never had any formal stage training. “I made my 
mistakes in public,” she told me, “and I corrected them in 
public” . . . Ricky Nelson looks like a youngster who’s sur- 
prised to learn that he’s supposed to be a member of the 
Beat Generation . . . I think one of the most underrated 
movies of the current season is “Hot Spell.” Shirley Booth, 
Shirley Mac Laine, Tony Quinn and company set down some 
truths of middle-class marriage without efforts to perfume 
it. If this movie had been made in Italy, it would be re- 
garded as a classic. 

Barbara Nichols refers to herself as a young character 
actress instead of the dumb-blonde type . . . To me, Peggy 
Lee doesn’t act at being sexy when she sings “Fever.” She 
is! ... The youngsters in the movie colony use the attractive 
album covers to decorate their bedroom walls . . . Did you 
get a look at Princess Grace Kelly in the newsreels and her 
latest photos? She’s put on so much weight that she’s wide 
and matronly. She'll have to go into training to make a come- 
back . . . Any Keely Smith fans in the house? I was sur- 
prised to learn that Keely Smith was President of the Louis 
Prima Fan Club in Norfolk, Va. That’s how she got to 
meet Prima, become his singer, and then Mrs. Prima. . . 
Cora Sue Collins, who plays Queen Christina as a baby in 
the old movie on TV, now lives in Mexico City, has several 
children of her own, may remarry, and is so wealthy she 
could make her own movies if she wanted to return to acting. 


That’s Hollywood For You. 
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NEW LIQUID LUSTRE-CREME IS HERE! | 








Now you can shampoo... 
Set with plain water...and have [//® 
lively, natural looking curls! . to 


en ' Rich Liquid! 
Lanolin— . 
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MYRNA HANSEN, one of Hollywood’s loveliest new stars, uses Liquid Lustre-Creme Shampoo—and look at her beautiful, shiny 


Lustre- Creme — haa 


FOR CURLS THAT COME EASY—HERE’S ALL YOU DO: The favorite of 
4 out f S 
“top movie stars - 


curls! Why don’t you try Liquid Lustre-Creme, too? 














Shampoo with new Liquid Lustre-Creme. Set—with just plain water! 


Special cleansing action right in the rich, An exclusive new formula—unlike any nese 
fast-rising lather gets hair clean as you’ve other shampoo—leaves hair so manageable didn aor anna 
ever had it yet leaves it blissfully manage- any hair-style is easier to set with just plain 

able. Contains Lanolin, akin to the natural water. Curls are left soft and silky—spring 

oils of the hair; keeps hair soft, easy to set right back after combing. Waves behave, 


without special rinses. flick smoothly into place. 
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READERS 
INC. 


“Tab” 


Tab is the guy we all love so much, 

He’s the guy with the golden touch. 

There must be “99 Ways” to describe him 

in all 

And doing it can be a ball. 

That nice boyish smile, 

That blond curly hair, 

is really much more than any girl can bear. 

“Young Love” is the record that’s golden, 

The stores must have really sold “em! 

Pictures over the stores galore, 

Can anyone blame us if we want more? 

I conclude by saying, that never Tab 

In person have I seen, 

But he will always remain in my dream! 
NATALIE AHL 
Flushing, N. Y. 


River and Rock 


He's very tall and handsome, 
So gentle and so kind 

He’s not at all stuck up 

And he has a wonderful mind. 
They named him after a river 
And a famous rock too, 

But they never knew how well 
That name would fit him true. 
He's tall and very gentle, 
With a heart as big as gold, 
And if you know his age 

He isn’t very old. 

He is a talented actor 

we all (his fans) know that too, 
But if you think I'm fooling 

I have some advice for you. 

It isn’t very easy 

to get right to the top 

without trying very hard 





Tab will always be in her dream, says a 


Even then you cannot stop. 
Some have written awful stories 

And they deserve a knock, 

For I know there is no one greater 
Than my favorite Rock. 

ParriciA ANN GUIGNARD 
Copenhagen, Denmark 


Many thanks. Nat and Pat. 

For vour kind dissertations. 

i 4 knou Tab and Roe ki 

Will be touched with elation—Ep. 


Apply: Lynda Page 


Wanted: A Husband. Must he Good at 
hiding shoe horns in midst of chaos: 
eater: good looking. 

Apply: Desperately to Lynda Page. 

Honestly, | can’t remember when Ive en 
joyed an article so much as yours on Tony 
Perkins. It had that popular off-beat humor. 

I'd like to apply to the ad in August's 
PHoTOPLAY and supply one of my own. As 
for my own qualifications—here goes (Tl 
try to be objective) : 

1. Dark brown hair—green eyes. 

2. Love for discussing or debating any- 
thing. 

3. Love for cats, horses, ete. 

1. Some experience in playing tennis 
(actually very little but I've been trying to 
learn). 

5. Interest in all types of music, espe- 
cially music with a good beat. 

6. Love for simplicity. 

7. Some neatness (let's say | know how 
to either live in or clean up utter chaos). 

8. Adoration of Charles Addams (“Home 
bodies” and “Drawn and Quartered” con- 
tained some of the most original and hu- 
morous cartoons, Ive seen—he seems to 
capture the hidden, sometimes grotesque, 
ideas one has). 

9. Lack of plays concerning F.B.1. ba- 
nana peddlers. 

And anyway, I have a passion for tall, 
dark guitar players with untrained bari- 
tone voices. 

Thanks for the article. 


good 


LyxpA PAce 
Mystic, Conn. 


Paying attention, Tony 7—Eb. 
Tony’s “A Great Guy” 


I have always enjoyed your wonderful 
magazine and have been delighted with all 
the pictures and stories on my _ favorite 
stars. 

Now I would like to take the opportunity 
to thank you for the great stories and pic- 
tures on my very favorite actor, Tony Per- 
kins. He is a great guy, very talented, and 
the best looking guy around. My friends 
and I think he is absolutely the most. 


Flushing reader who writes him poem 





Is Cathy Crosby (top) taking back 
seat to “Aunt” Kathy (Grant) Crosby? 


Thank you again for a great magazine. 
Please keep up those stories on Tony Per- 
kins. 

LinpA SMITH 


Little Rock, Ark. 
Sound-off Corner 


I just have to sound off. I think it’s a real 
crime that Bing’s wife, Kathryn Grant 
Crosby, is hitting headlines as Kathy 
Crosby. Now what about Bob’s daughter 
Cathy? Doesn't she have something to pro- 
tect her name? She has worked so hard and 
carefully made her moves into show busi- 
ness, just to take the back seat to Bing’s 
wife who has just acquired the name. 

I think it is really very unjust and very 
selfish too. As Bing always held Bob in the 
background, now his wife is going to crowd 
Bob’s daughter to the background. All I 
can say is I hope she doesn’t succeed. 

Mrs. E. E. Rocers 
Liberal, Kans. 


I've got a bone to pick with whoever does 
the casting for movies. Why is John Drew 
Barrymore almost always cast as a villain? 
Although he is very good in those parts it 
just burns me up that he should be type- 
cast that way all the time. He’s a great aec- 

continued 
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Teen-agers! Look Sensational! Real medicated help for troubled skin... 


SCRUB SET 


1. CLEAN! Medicated Scrub Soap goes deep to rout out grime, ey 
hardened oi/ and make-up. Special oatmeal ingredient stimulates | 
surface circulation, helps rid skin of deep-seated impurities. 

2. CLEAR! Medicated Refining Lotion keeps troublesome skin 
bacteria in check. 

3. MEDICATE! Medicated Blemish Cream promotes healing of 
blemishes all night long. 

IMPORTANT: Use your Scrub Set faithfully, every day, following 
each step... for a clearer, more attractive complexion. $2.85. In Canada, too. 
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continued 


tor, extremely handsome, loaded with 
charm and has a smile that would melt the 
Sphinx. I think he would be just wonderful 
cast in a part in which he didn’t kill a few 
people or something like that. | am sure 
that there are millions of others who feel 
the same way, so please cast him in a part 
like that, for once. 

A Joun Drew Barrymore FAN 


Parsons, W e \ a. 


The art of acting is being progressively 
cheapened and degenerated by the seeming- 
ly endless procession of singers who are 
heing summoned to Hollywood to make 
movies in order to take advantage of thei 
popularity. As evidenced by Boone, Presley 
and Sands, these neophyte actors are vir- 
tually devoid of talent in the thespic field 
and it is grossly insulting to the moviegoer 
to foist such inferiority on him. Let’s keep 
the singers out of Hollywood and leave act- 
ing to such as Kirk Douglas, Montgomery 
Clift, and Marlon Brando, who really know 
how to act. I realize that this may be a 
voice in the wilderness calling out unheed- 
ed, but it is high time that someone spoke 
up about this dastardly situation. 

Lex KAVANAUGH 
Dallas, Tex. 


Misses Grace 


Thank you for the fine article and pic- 
tures of Princess Grace and family in the 
August PHotopLay. Grace was a wonderful 
actress and is greatly missed on the Holly- 
wood scene. | would like to take this op- 
portunity to wish her every success and 
happiness through your very fine magazine. 

Mrs. Vicror ELsenraat 
McKittrick, Mo. 


“Oh, Brother!” 


1 am a girl of eighteen, and I have a 
crush on Gene Kelly, I think he is a real 
doll. ve been taking dancing, so I really 
appreciate the fine work he does. 

I’ve seen many movie stars, but they can't 
heat Gene Kelly. He’s a great dancer, and 
all IT can say is “Oh! Brother!!!” I like 
him a lot, and with his vood looks and 
singing added, he’s dynamite. I've seen all 
of his films and I wouldn't miss a one. I 
think he deserves to be appreciated more. 
So let’s see more of him. 

Mary Jean VAN Taay 
Milwaukee, Wis. 


We Thank You, Carole 


I'd like to tell you how much I enjoy your 
wonderful magazine. The stories are won- 
derful and the colored pictures are really 
beautiful. And leafing through, I've noticed 
that PHoropLay has much more pages than 
any other magazine for the same price. | 
follow your magazine every month. 

CAROLE ANNE MALINICS 
Dupont, Pa. 


Horror Fan 


I have just recently seen a movie called 
“The Return of Dracula,” starring Francis 
Lederer. I must say it is the best horror 
movie I have seen in years. Just watching 
Mr. Lederer portray Count Dracula, made 
my blood run cold. 

Although the old Bela Lugosi and John 
Carradine vampire movies were very good, 
I feel Mr. Lederer’s acting abilities and 
looks out-match the former's by leaps 
and bounds. 

I know thousands of children enjoy these 
kind of movies each year and I also know 
that many grown ups like my family and 
me, enjoy them even more. 

I do sincerely hope they keep up the good 
work and bring us more excellent Dracula 
movies starring Francis Lederer. 

SaraAH ReDMAN 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 


Pattie Picks Rick 


Rick Nelson is, in my opinion, a hand- 
some and talented young man. Do you think 
they'll ever star him in a movie? 

I think he is very capable of handling 
this hard task due to his experience on 
“The Adventures of Ozzie and Harriet.” | 
would like to see him in a picture with his 
whole family. This would arouse the inter- 
ests of a lot of movie goers, especially the 
younger set. 

How about more colored photos of Rick 
in your great magazine? 

Partie FLORENO 


Lackawanna, N. Y. 


Watch for Rick in Warner Brothers’ 
forthcoming film, “Rio Bravo.’—Eb. 


Five-timer 


Saw “Vertigo” five times. It was the best 
movie that my sister and I have seen in a 
long time. We are sorry that Kim Novak 
got killed. Jimmy Stewart should not have 
let go of her. It was very sad. 

Mary Lynn anp Macaretr TAHARI 
Caro, Mich. 


Well-wisher 


I want to tell you how much I enjoyed 
your story “I Love You Darling—But I Can 
Never Marry You,” by Mrs. Jimmie Rod- 
gers. 

I was recently in a car accident myself 
and I kept asking God why it had to hap- 
pen to me. Well, thanks to Mrs. Rodgers. 
| have found my answer. Just as she said, 
“You don’t ask God why things happen to 
you. They happen for a reason.” 

I want to thank PHotTopLay again for 
publishing such a wonderful story and most 
of all, 1 want to wish Mr. and Mrs. Jimmie 
Rodgers many years of happy married life. 

Janet WAGNER 
Benton Harbor, Mich. 


Tribute to Jean’s Mother 


The death on July 11, 1958 of Mrs. Jean 
H. Bello, I am sure, was noted by legions 
of former fans of her daughter, the late 
Jean Harlow. 

The relationship between Miss Harlow 
and her mother was an inspiring mother- 
daughter bond that went into deep friend- 
ship. The twenty-one years since her daugh- 
ters death on June 7, 1937 were long ones 
for Mrs. Bello. 

The last letter I received from her noted 
failing health. She said something in that 
letter that I think is worthwhile passing on. 

. my beloved child was indeed worthy 
of all friendship and love in her life. 
Strange, I so often think of her great com 
passion for her fellow man. Not once have 
| ever heard her say an unkind or critical 
thing of one of God’s children. How I wish 
| could through my life have had that great 
understanding. Yes, I have been blest as 
few mothers have been ba 

My deep regret is that she did not live 
to see 20th Century-Fox’s film “The Jean 
Harlow Story.” 

Jack E. Arzincer 
Cleveland, Ohio 


Advice to a Reader 


I have just read the article in August 
PHOTOPLAY magazine about the young girl 
continued 


Stars save autographs, too! Rick Nelson gets “Rio Bravo” costar Dean Martin’s 











New Kotex napkins with the Kimlon center og 
a protect better, protect longer. Now Kotex adds the Kimlon center to increase 
ty absorbency, to keep stains from going through. With this inner fabric, the Kotex 


4 . napkin stays even softer, holds its shape for perfect fit. Choose Kotex—the name 


: . § 
you know best —in this smart new package. Keine f 


KOTEX and KIMLON are trademarks of Kimberly-Clark Qgrp. 
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whatever you do... 
be ahead in beauty 





Just run a comb through your hair and you're 
ready for anything from a bargain hunt 


t et . ” bs . . . . . 
© a special” date or a last-minute invitation. —— 


That's the beauty of a Noreen Rinse; 
who doesn’t want to give up her hobby of 
you know your hair always looks lovely. collecting pictures and stars, but feels she 
should because her new hubby and sister 
belittle it. This is what I have to say on the 
subject: 
No, you should not discontinue some- 


Yet only you know it’s the color magic of 


Noreen ...color-toning each hairstrand evenly 


... giving your hair a sparkly, youthful look thing that you have been doing for so many 
years. If you enjoy doing this in your spare 
all over. Even unwanted gray is discreetly time, your husband should understand this 
and he should not belittle it, as it is a good 

blended in! Noreen takes only minutes to clean hobby. 
" : I myself have been reading PHoTopLay 
apply, but stays color-right until next shampoo. magazine for years and I keep most of them 


long after they have been read, as a hobby. 


Today, choose from Noreen's 14 colors the Maybe your new husband should find 


shades best suited to your natural hair beauty. himself a hobby to work on in his spare 
time and then he will understand how much 
Send for literature and free sample offer. yours means to you. 


Marre HazeLwoop 
Noreen, Inc., 450 Lincoln Street Dayton, Ohio 





























stars since you were eight, you must have 
39¢ and 69¢ (Plus Tax) quite a collection. | most certainly think it 
at cosmetic counters everywhere would not hurt to discontinue your hobby 
for a while—why start trouble in the be- 
good start and quit! Maybe later your 
i iw husband will feel better about it and won't 
look at it so severely seeing you stopped in 
agreement with him. 
Never mind his sister—if he later agrees 
with the hobby, he will stand up for you. 
. B. B. B. 
Larchmont, N. Y. 
It was so nice to read that your Orlando, 
Fla. reader has come up with a problem I 
Since I was ten I have saved movie star s 
pictures. | buy four or five movie magazines : * 
a month and cut out the pictures and paste 
them in scrap-books. | have over forty books 
Some people look at me like I had two 
| heads, as I'm thirty-one years old, married 
and with a baby girl of two. Most people 
thought when I married I'd give it up and 
| 


Denver 9, Colorado, Dept. S-7 Seeing as you have collected pictures of 
ginning of a good marriage? Get off to a 
Later on he may even encourage a hobby 
for you to get your mind off housework. 
But for now—give your attention to him. a . 
once had. 
filled. 
then when the baby was born they Anew I'd 


give it up. q , 
But I enjoy doing this, consider it my 
own business and shall continue until my - 


interest wanes. 

My advice to the Orlando reader is to 
stand on your right as an individual to do 
what you please. [ll bet your husband had 


an idiosyncrasy too (mine collects science a 
fiction books and has shelves of them). So 
you see, we all do things that other folks + 


find odd. 
Lynn HunTER 4 rs 
Scarboro, Ontario, Canada 





Address your letters to Readers Inc., Photoplay, 
205 E. 42nd Street, New York 17, New York. - 
We regret that we are unable to return or reply 
to any letters not published in this column. If 
you want to start a fan club or write to favorite 
stars, address them at their studios.—Eb. 





MITZI GAYNOR stars in Rodgers & Hammerstein’s “SOUTH PACIFIC” 


PRODUCED BY BUDDY ADLER AND DIRECTED BY JOSHUA LOGAN IN TODD A-O TECHNICOLOR 





...the pretty colors, all four of them and white, too 
... the lather, 


the gentleness, 





Mitzi Gaynor’s lovely complexion 
is the nicest kind of proof that Lux 
care 7s wonderful. 


But if you use Lux, you know. If 
not, you have a pleasant discovery 
ahead. You'll be delighted with 
the natural gentleness of Lux. And 
the rich Cosmetic lather is so good 
to your skin. The fragrance is a 


Papa is 


— 
y 


ae 


blend of many fine perfumes. And 
all four pastels and white come in 
the complexion and bath sizes. 


Lux is the proven beauty care 


... used by more beautiful women 
all over the world than any other 
soap. Lever Brothers uncondition- 
ally guarantees complete satisfac- 
tion with Lux—or money back. 


9 out of 10 Hollywood Stars depend on Lux 


SO creamy ° 
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the mildness... 


he 
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ANDY GRIFFITH, motion picture star oF warner Bros. “ONIONHEAD” 


“You can always tell a HALO sgirl’ 


Her hair has that look-again look 


You can always tell a Halo Girl, 

You can tell by the shine of her hair. 
The magic glow of a Halo Girl, 

Goes with her everywhere. 


The magic of Halo shampoo is pure and simple. Halo’s modern 
cleansing ingredient is the mildest possible... the purest possible. 


He'll love the satiny shine Halo’s rich, rich 
brightening-and-smoothing lather brings to your hair. 


Get that look-again look, today —with pure, sparkling Halo. 





HALO g/orifies as it cleans 












Sana Blamillen 


Qr Over Lightly: Tab Hunter can 


now stop feeling sorry for himself 


and cease grousing over his career in 
print. His “That Kind of Woman,” with 
Sophia Loren is a top-of-the-ladder role. 
It’s up to Tab now to stay up there... 
Yul Brynner is the only man I know 
who suffers from five o'clock shadow 
on the top of his head . . . Kathy Nolan 
and Nick Adams have called off their 
romance. They discovered they gave 
each other ulcers . . . Flowered wigs are 
the latest rage in Cinemaville. And 
think of the money it saves at the hair- 
dressers . . . Pink champagne popped 
all over the place when Jayne Mans- 
field announced impending motherhood 
to her Hollywood friends. In her eight- 
bedroom, eight-bath mansion, Jayne 
will have plenty of room for a nursery 
—all pink, of course, boy or girl .. . 
John Kerr still receives mail addressed 
simply, “That Saxy Man. South Pacific, 








Hollywood”... Ava Gardner and Tony 
Franciosa now buddy-buddies on “The 
Naked Maja” set in Rome, and after 
all that pre-shooting feuding . . . Tony 
Curtis and Janet Leigh seem more or 
less to have taken over the “Beverly 
Hills Rat Pack” group with Janet the 
“den mother.” What Tony is in that 
brown foulard jacket and tight, tight 
trousers, | wouldn’t know. 


Strictly Inside: Those feud rumors be- 
tween Sal Mineo and Rafael Campos 
carried on all through the making of 
“Tonka” for Walt Disney. Seems the 
lads didn’t like each other and that was 
that . . . Friends wish Lana Turner 
and actor Ken Dibbs would confine 
their dates to the living room. This 
having to slip out back doors of local 
bistros when Mickey Cohen enters the 
front, isn’t too good, especially at this 
crucial period in Lana’s personal life 


INSIDE 


STUFF 








. . . Since he’s been made disc jockey 
at his Army post, Private Russ Tamblyn 
. . Did you know 
that Joanne Woodward will enroll 


couldn’t be happier . 


at Columbia University for psychology 
courses while husband Paul Newman 
Broadways in “Sweet Bird of Youth” 
. . . Those friendly meetings between 
Ingrid Bergman and Rossellini in 
Paris, despite the annulment snags, 
have even the sophisticates raising 
eyebrows . . . Before Tony Perkins re- 
turned to Hollywood from his role in 
“Green Mansions.” M-G-M - studios 
wired his Cape Cod retreat, “Come at 
once for lessons in guitar playing, 
horseback riding and swimming. You 
must be proficient in all three.” Tony 
wired back, “Am already proficient in 
all three.- See you later.” When Tony 
finally showed up in Hollywood, the 
studio discovered he was right. Tony 
could ride, twang and _ (continued) 








Esther and Jeff (newlyweds-to-be? ) 


greet those parents-to-be, Janet and Tony 





& 


When Jayne Mansfield and her Mickey Hargitay told me about the expected 
baby, I was so happy for them. Jayne’s always said she wanted a big family 


ee 
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INSIDE STU FF continued 


WHAT’S 





.. The 


town is holding its breath over Kim 


swim with the best of them 


Novak’s announcement to the effect 
that her studio (Columbia) spoiled her 
romance with Rafael Trujillo, the 
Dominican General divorcing his wife 
and six children. Kim further an- 
nounced to the press that she was now 
running her personal life and invited 
reporters to telephone her for news in- 
stead of the studio. “The studio pub- 
licity department has been messing up 
my life,” Kim stormed . . . People for 
tables around thought it a little much 
when Col. Parker summoned Pat Boone 
over to his table in the 20th Century- 
Fox dining room and handed over four 
Elvis Presley balloons for his girls. But 
not Pat! Elvis is his girls’ favorite 
actor, he claims. 


Marilyn Cuts a Figure: Marilyn Mon- 
roe slithered into a party in honor of 
songwriter Jimmy McHugh and almost 
stole the show. In a form-fitting black 
dress, cut way down to there, Marilyn 
smiled and shied and “little girled” her 
way around. “Your hair is platinum 
now,” I said by way of greeting. “Oh 
no,” she breathed. (Marilyn breathes 
her words from the depth of her un- 
fettered bosom) “It’s ‘white hot!’ For 
my picture, ‘Some Like It Hot.’” 


Young Hollywood, USA 
What is it? The place where the 
“beat genération” is the topic of discus- 





Dolores Hart shares Mark Damon’s happiness about his booming career. After a 
slow start, things are looking up for this young man. He’s bound for stardom! 


sion at places like the Seawitch, Unicorn 
and a hundred and one other coffee mills 
that have become as voguish along 
the Sunset as the sack dress, chemise 
haircut, leather jacket, blue jeans and 
foreign car. A changing Hollywood it 
is ... as changing as its loves, heart- 
breaks, big deals, zooming careers and 
falling stars. 

No falling star is Jimmie Rodgers. 
He and his beautiful Colleen bought 
themselves a new home in Beverly Hills. 
It'll be a $250,000 year for JR. Thanks 
to his records, p.a.’s and MGM’s “Good 
Girls Get Married.” 





Wedding Brigade: James Garner and 
Edd Byrnes will be ushers when Peter 
Brown and Diane Jergens say their 
vows this month. Peter’s “Lawman” 
series, also starring John Russell, is 
Warners’ final strike against Allen 
and Sullivan. It'll follow Garner’s 
“Maverick” on the 8:30 slot . . . It was 
wedding time on the “Remarkable Mr. 
Pennypacker” set with Jill St. John 
tying the “movie” knot with Ron Ely, 
another new 20th face; while steady 
date, Lance Reventlow laughingly eyed 
the whole scene from the sidelines. 
Comment: With Jill now divorced, I 





Nat and Bob’s new short-short, look- 
alike haircuts have the young set agog 


. ° . 
Dinah, George Montgomery smile at 
his “Return to King Solomon’s Mines” 


PARTY 


Co-stars in “Some Like It Hot,” Tony 
Curtis, Marilyn Monroe get friendly 











by 





NEWS? 


OCTOBER, 1958 








It?s a boy! Happy Diana Lynn and 
Mortimer Hall named him Matthew 


wonder who'll have the last laugh here! 

Wondering ... if Will Hutchins’ judo 
lessons will add that necessary con- 
fidence to make him less scared of girls. 
Hutch’s new hilltop house, painted all 
blue, could use a little pink and a Mrs. 
“Sugarfoot” .. . if Earl Holliman whose 
latest is “The Trap” will get pleasantly 
“trapped” into a gold ring ceremony 
before Dolores Hart treks cross-country 
to Broadway and a play. 


Party of the Month 


It was the party of the year at Mike 
Romanoff’s famous restaurant the 





Now blissfully vacationing on Swedish 
isle, Ingrid, Lars Schmidt picnic 


Hollywood's fallen for Millie Perkins, 


“Dairy of Anne Frank” newcomer-star 





other night, thrown to celebrate Mike’s 
recent citizenship. In the bar Frank 
Sinatra and the Peter Lawfords held 
forth, with merry songs by Ethel Mer- 
man, Judy Garland and Dean Martin 
upstairs. 

Nor did Frankie glance her way when 
Lauren Bacall made an early departure. 
Lauren’s sulkiness these days leads 
friends to believe she’s toting a tall thin 
torch for the short thin singer who, at 
the moment, couldn’t care less. 

By the way, Frank claims it’s Brigitte 
Bardot, not he, who will lose weight 
while making their picture in Paris. 





Seems the minx has a way of worrying 
her costars into walking shadows. 

I had supper in the Crown Room 
with Tony Martin and his beautiful 
wife, Cyd Charisse, whose successful 
marriage is a gold star achievement. 

Louis Jourdan, the current rage after 
his triumph in “Gigi,” looks younger 
now, with his clipped haircut, than in 
years... New empire and trapeze styles 
seemed created solely for attractive 
expectant mother and Janet Leigh, with 
her new dark hair and rather heavy 
makeup, was the epitome of chic in her 
black smock-like gown. (continued) 





VIEWS 





Those rift rumors don’t seem to both- 


er Jane Russell and Bob Waterfield 





While Paul Newman’s in Broadway 
play, Joanne will study psychology 








Our photog, Roger Marshutz, chats 
with Dave Nelson, Venetia Stevenson 
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Clearasil Personality of the Month 


SANDY MC NEAL, High School Junior, 
Bay Village, Ohio, says: 











“When blemishes appeared I was 
embarrassed and broken-hearted. 
Nothing seemed to help until I found 
Clearasil. I thank Clearasil for the 
wonderful relief it gave, and the nice, 
clear complexion I have now.” 


okey PY Fea 












SCIENTIFIC CLEARASIL MEDICATION 


ARVES 
PIMPLES 


SKIN-COLORED, Hides pimples while it works 
CLEARASIL is the new-type scientific medication 
especially for pimples. In tubes or new squeeze- 
bottle lotion, CLEARASIL gives you the effective 
medications prescribed by leading Skin Special- 
ists, and clinical tests prove it readly works. 

HOW CLEARASIL WORKS FAST 


1.Penetrates pimples. ‘Keratolytic’ action 


softens, dissolves affected skin tissue so 


medications can penetrate. Encourages 
quick growth of healthy, smooth skin! 






2. Stops bacteria. Antiseptic action stops 
growth of the bacteria that can cause 





and spread pimples . . . helps prevent 


further pimple outbreaks! 





3. ‘Starves’ pimples. Oil-absorbing 
action ‘starves’ pimples . . 




















. dries up, 
helps remove excess oils that ‘feed’ 
pimples . . . works fast to clear pimples! 





‘Floats’ Out Blackheads. cLEARAsIL softens 
and loosens blackheads so they float out with 
normal washing. And, CLEARASIL is greaseless, 
stainless, pleasant to use day and night for 
uninterrupted medication. 


Proved by Skin Specialists! In tests on over 
300 patients, 9 out of every 10 cases were 
cleared up or definitely improved 
while using CLEARASIL (either Lo- 
tion or Tube.) In Tube, 69¢ and 
98¢. Long-lasting Lotion squeeze- 
bottle only $1.25 (no fed. tax). 
Money-back guarantee. 
At all drug 
counters. 














LARGEST-SELLING PIMPLE MEDICATION 


20 BECAUSE IT REALLY WORKS 


As Janet flitted among the guests the 
years fell away as I recalled the naive. 
unsophisticated girl who once told me, 
“IT am so anxious to be able to talk with 
Hollywood stars about the things they 
know and talk about. I’ve never seen 


a play. I don’t know about famous 


people or anything.” Today, a self- 
assured, assertive Janet seems to be in 
the know. 

Bing Crosby, without his toupee and 


not giving a darn, seemed to enjoy him- 


self with his lovely Kathy. Marriage 
and her motherhood’ have — given 


Kathy Crosby a new radiance. In her 


white faille coat. cut full all around, and 


a white ribbon band encircling her 
chignon. she was simply a vision. “She 
grows prettier all the time.” I told 
Bing. “Thank you, ma’am.” he said, his 
eyes lighting up with pleasure. Is he 


ever happy in this marriage! 

There was no exchange of greeting. 
I noticed. between Joan Collins and 
her former boyfriend, Arthur Loew Jr., 
who arrived quite late with Liz Taylor. 
In her flame chiffon, Liz looked beau- 
tiful, but her eyes spoke of “other times 
and other places” unforgotten. 

Jacques Bergerac and Dorothy Ma- 
lone danced only with each other. And 
handsome Greg Peck followed his so- 
chic French wife, Veronique, every- 
where with his eyes. Bill Holden, mak- 
ing one of his rare party appearances. 
came stag and caused a female traffic 
jam! 


Cal York Jottings 


Tommy Sands grows handsomer, what 


with his hair much shorter. his face 


leaner and tanned and a new self-as- 


f , 


: NS i D E fy T U F F continued 





Photoplay publisher Irving S. Manheimer, Mrs. Manheimer, son Raymond (right) 
enjoy N.Y. reunion with Ladds—Alana, Carol (Mrs. John Veitch), David 


surance ... Pat Boone told me about 
his three-year-old, Lindy, who had only 
that day come down with measles. The 
news gave studio execs quite a turn. 
Three of their biggest singers—Gary 
Crosby, Tommy Sands, and Pat—had 
been bouncing Lindy on their knees on 
a plane trip to Hollywood the day be- 
fore. But so far, all’s well. “We took 


the other three girls to the doctor for a 


measle-catching session.” Pat said. 
Shirley Boone, so pretty in a_ black 
sheath and bright yellow headband 


over her dark hair. was busy greeting 
Dinah Shore and George Montgomery, 
Sue and Alan Ladd, who had just ar- 
rived from an eastern location, and pert 
little Naney Sinatra, a doll in full white 
organdy and red slippers. “I’ve had this 
dress four years,” Nancy confided. “and 
I expect to wear it another four” 

Nobody’s displaying surprise over the 
marital breakup of Mamie Van Doren 
leader husband, Ray 


and her band 


Anthony. 


Bravo, Ricky 
Ricky Nelson bought a horse on the 
“Rio Bravo” and 
John Wayne helped him pick it out. 
“Its ‘Tinker Toy.” Ricky 


told us. “but I didn’t choose the name. 


Tucson location of 


name is 
It was called that when I bought it.” 


talk Ricky confided he 


and brother David are buying a ranch 


During our 


together. Instead of college, Ricky will 
spend his free time overseeing the live- 
stock. Incidentally, Rick’s real unhappy 
about those engagement rumors. “I’m 
only eighteen.” he says. “What do they 
mean engaged? They're not true 
never were!” 
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Behind the | : 
Hollywood Curtain | JKE THE TIDE THAT POUNDS AGAINST THEIR BODIES 


ARE THE PASSIONS THAT ENGULF THEM NOW... 











4 N Debbie Reynolds is unhappy with her 
studio, M-G-M—she hasn’t made a film | Together.. .on this 
there for over a year . . . Bing Crosby’s | . ; 4 : 
youngest, Lindsay, is starting drama | : oe. nameless island 
¥ e lessons with best girl June Blair’s P any they were a 
coach, now that his Army hitch is over. ee mm, . 
June says Lindsay is definitely inter- a i * ty ot, ate target for a 
~ ” ested in acting . . . Another ring has « , a: mad-man’s jealous 
been given—a wedding ring. This time ek? ™~ 
. F to Kim Stanley, from Broadway actor 2 “_ a rage and the 
a ~ Alfred Ryder. . . . John Lupton has , a danger that lay 
j : moved out of the home shared with | oS 3 a behind an 
wife Anne Tyson and is living with his | : _ 
i agent .. . Errol Flynn’s decision to fly Me ; Melita beauty’s 
back to New York for a visit with Pat | e ‘ : desire! 
Wymore and his daughters stilled the * 7 — 
rumor that he and Pat were phfft. How- é 
- , ever, Pat then takes off for Europe and 
Errol stays in the States. Seems ab- 
sence makes their hearts grow fonder | . UNIVERSAL-INTERNATIONAL Presents 
v4 ’ . . . Natalie Wood, not worried at all | 
about the studio suspension, due to her , se ESTHER 
refusal of a role. Says Natalie, “I’m Zt 
. re only interested in Bob’s career and be- | a ILLIAMS 
ing a housewife” . . . Pat Wayne joins | 
. 4 the ranks of the record-makers with | ; 
four Dot releases due shortly. Dad JEFF 
* , John Wayne heard Pat sing and said. | 
“Son, | don’t know whether you’re good, HAN DLER 
bad or indifferent.”” However, he did say 
a! > he thought the “words” were great. | iis vis 
Incidentally, I love Pat’s story of the | — 
time he asked his dad whether he had | “ ’ MY, 
any advice for him about acting. “Only | 
four words, son.” John said. “Listen | 
‘i to the director” . . . Tony Curtis, who. | 
ten years ago, spent his last eleven dol- | 
lars for a night’s lodging, stands to | 
« - make two million this year and next... | 
Sandra Dee’s mother has given John | 
Wilder the only okay for dating Sandy. | ae CO-STARRING 
a» Remember their first date in Septem- | A ie ROSSANA 
ber Photoplay? . . . Jane Wyman will | : CinemaScoPE Vey) 
soon be recording a vocal album... | sa: Cnteblidie. ji ODESTA 
‘ ‘ George Nader is planning a vacation in Fore) Meo) -2 
Argentina. Must be one of the few ' 


places George hasn’t already visited 
.. . Earl Holliman, whose records are 








hot, has never taken a singing lesson 


a. .. . Eva Marie Saint and Jeff Hayden | 
became parents for the second time 


” * when daughter Laurette arrived. The 





little girl is the sister of Darrell . . . RIK 
"a Cliff and Cynthia Robertson are ex- | 
~~ pecting in March . . . Susan Hayward Al TAGLIA 
went and did it—cut her hair short .. . , : 





* . Miyoshi Umeki radiant as the bride 
4 L of TV’s Frederick William Opie .. . 
y Cary Grant still refuses to do television 


with the special participation of Directed by RICHARD WILSON 


EDUARDO)}| — sceenplay by ELIZABETH and RICHARD WILSON 


<8 - shows ... Deborah Kerr’s husband will | Produced by WILLIAM ALLAND . 
bring divorce action in British courts. | ILI pp 
Deborah will fight for her daughters in | e 
Si iconad 


California .. . See you next month! | 
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get more out of life— 


go out to a 


movie 


WITH JANET GRAVES 


































What’s on tonight? 








You’ve got to go out 


to see the best! Look for 

































these new pictures 


at your favorite theater 











- 
ae 








‘White Wilderness 


M-G-M; METROCOLOR 


Cat on a Hot Tin Roof 
VVVV Tennessee Williams’ prize-winning tale of the day a 
Southern family finally faced the truth about each other makes 
an engrossing film, which packs a tremendous wallop, due 
largely to expert acting. As “Maggie the Cat,” Elizabeth Taylor 
takes the final step to complete maturity, delivering a stinging 
portrayal of a wife reeling under physical and verbal abuse but 
desperately fighting to hold her man (see picture, below left). 
Paul Newman (also pictured), as the alcoholic husband who 
professes to loathe her, is superb, making every moment count. 
Burl Ives fills the screen with rumbling authority as “Big Daddy” 
Pollitt, patriarch of this strange clan, and Judith Anderson as 
his wife has power to spare. Excellent too are Jack Carson and 
Madeleine Sherwood, relatives whose chief interest lies in the 
terms of “Big Daddy’s” will. 


ADULT 







BUENA VISTA; TECHNICOLOR 
VVVV Master craftsman Walt Disney now presents his crown- 
ing achievement in the True-Life Adventure series. Three years 
in the making, this one takes us to the Arctic for seventy-two of 
the most fascinating minutes you'll spend in a theater this year. 
Here you'll see walruses battling for siesta space; baby polar 
bears heaving snow at each other; huge whales engaged in a 
delicate underwater ballet; and the golden-eye duck, who raises 
her brood high up in a hollow tree. She boots them out without 
parachute, they bounce on the ground like little rubber balls 
and the whole crew then waddles hilariously off to the nearest 
pond for the first swim. Weirdest sight of all is the “mass 
suicide” of the lemmings, nervous Arctic rodents who engage 
in a frenzied rush to destruction by leaping off the cliffs into the 
ocean. Wolves and the deadly wolverine also star. FAMILY 


The Fly 20TH; CINEMASCOPE, DELUXE COLOR 
VVVV In a factory on the outskirts of Montreal, the grinding 
of a huge steel press shatters the night stillness. Inside, a body 
lies horribly mangled as Patricia Owens flees in terror. Police 
chief Herbert Marshall is sure she’s a murderess. She seems calm 
when questioned until the buzzing of a fly sends her into hysteria. 
Brother-in-law Vincent Price is aghast. Pat, hubby Al Hedison 
and son Charles Herbert seemed so happy . . . Al was a brilliant 
young scientist with a daring new experiment on the verge of 
success. Until the fateful night Pat found a note outside the 
locked laboratory door. “Counting on you to keep your nerve,” 
read the ragged scrawl. “I’ve had a serious accident . . .” To 
divulge any more of this plot would be unforgivable. Not since 
“The Thing” has a film combined science fiction and horror so 
skillfully, with steadily mounting tension. ADULT 
Smiley Gets a Gun 20TH; CINEMASCOPE 
VVVV An Australian-made film about a boy and a bicycle that’s 
a rare delight. As the small son of poverty-stricken Australian 
bush country parents, Smiley’s “one fierce desire” is to own a 
bike. Having sneaked a ride on the constable’s bicycle, and 
damaged it in the process, Smiley must chop wood to pay the 
repair bill. He’s such a willing worker that the constable gives 
him a shilling to start a bike fund. Then he gets a job ringing 
churchbells on Sunday. But the town bully provokes him into 
a fight, a church window gets smashed and Smiley’s savings 
are wiped out. He now must start from scratch, and so it goes 
in a series of adventures that include a drunken father who 
steals and—of all things—a session of opium smuggling. Colin 
Petersen keeps the tears and chuckles coming in about equal 
parts, and the supporting cast back him handsomely. FAMILY 


Andy Hardy Comes Home M-G-M 
VVV Things haven’t changed much around old Carvel since 
the time Andy Hardy was a young squirt romancing the likes of 
Judy Garland, Lana Turner and Esther Williams (all of whom 
put in brief appearances here in old film clips from the original 
series). As grown-up Andy, Mickey Rooney returns to buy some 
real estate for an airplane factory and runs smack into trouble 
from a crooked rental agent. Before you know it the whole 
town is up in arms and the old pals Andy grew up with aren’t 
















so chummy any more. The plot doesn’t 
bear very close scrutiny but then “Andy 
Hardy” plots never did. Their strength lay 
in the things they had to say about fam- 
ilies, the love and understanding parents 
and children can have for each other, 
the right thing to do in a crisis. For that 
reason they were ideal for youngsters 


and so is this one. — 


Windom’s Way RANK} 
YVV In a timely drama about colonial 
relations between white and native, Peter 
Finch plays a doctor on a Far Eastern 
British isle. He loves its people, and 
earnestly tries to mediate between the 
underground rebels, who would rush them 
into independence, and arrogant whites 
who would suppress them indefinitely. But 
events move against him. A workers’ meet- 
ing is violently dispersed, and when a 
village elder is murdered, a mob sacks and 
burns a plantation, killing the police chief. 
Finch persuades them to lay down their 
arms and rebuild the plantation, only to 
have a government plane mistake a group 
for looters and machine-gun them. 


EASTMAN COLOR 


ADULT 


The Whole Truth COLUMBIA 


VVV For those who like their mysteries 
tricky, this one is hard to beat. It all began 
when film producer Stewart Granger got 
lonely for vacationing wife Donna Reed 
(see picture, bottom left) and had a brief 
fling with actress Gianna Maria Canale. 
Now he’s using her in a film, and working 
conditions are a living nightmare. Seems 
Gianna is still pitching the curves but 
Granger’s ducking; hence the tempera- 
ment. In a bitter squabble, he convinces 
her all is over and she threatens trouble. 
Late to a party he arrives with blood on 
his shirt, explains he cut his hand. Then 
Scotland Yard man George Sanders enters, 
informs him Gianna has been murdered. 
Sneaking over to her rooms, Granger re- 
moves all evidence of their past relation- 
ship. Upon reentering the party, who 
should be there but Gianna! Interested? 
Then by all means see the picture; we'll 


never tell. ADULT 


The Naked and the Dead WARNERS: 


WARNERSCOPE, TECHNICOLOR 
YY A curious combination of slambang 
war action and puzzling characters makes 
this film uneven entertainment. On one 
hand are vivid scenes of marines storming 
Pacific Islands during World War II; of 
agonizing death in the jungle from snake- 
bite; of marine and Jap patrols grimly 
struggling to outmaneuver each other for 
a hill, command of which will decide the 
battle. Then there is the sergeant who 
turned sadist because his wife cheated; 
the general who treats his men like dirt; 
the young lieutenant who volunteers to 
lead a suicide mission; a private who 
brews joy juice on a homemade still be- 
tween battles. Aldo Ray, Cliff Robertson, 
Raymond Massey and Barbara Nichols 


head the large cast. ADULT 
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_..and it all began with 





“‘Rave’”’ BRA WITH ALL NEW FREEDOM-DESIGNED UPLIFT 


blends beauty with comfort as no bra you’ve ever worn. 
Only with “Rave” will you enjoy these exclusive Formfit 
features: 


e@ ELASTIC THREAD UNDER-CUP STITCHING gives custom 
fit, responds to your every move while the band stays com- 
fortably in place. 


@ ELASTIC RIBBON-OUTLINED CUPS hold bust firmly; 
lower all-elastic underarm band gives extra comfort. 


@ ELASTIC-EXTENDED SHOULDER STRAPS assure 
pressure-free, ultra-comfortable uplift. Low U-shaped elas- 
tic back band anchors bra securely without shoulder strap 
stress or tension. 
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For a new sense of freedom and fashion ask for “Rave” Bra 589 in 
white cotton, sizes 32A to 38C. $3.95 at fine stores everywhere. 


THE FORMFIT COMPANY «+ CHICAGO + NEW YORK « CANADIAN PLANT, TORONTO 
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you asked us — 


WHAT ARE 





Long famed in movies, Robert Young, Jane Wyatt and Ed Wynn are winning 
new laurels on TV. Ed’s also made surprise movie hit in dramatic roles 





only 3/4 in golden swivel cose | 
ALSO 19¢ AND 29¢ SIZES 


NOW, you can have the glamour . . . the gloss 

... the “Kissable Look” of luxury lipsticks at the 

pay-right price! Flame-Glo’s new glisten ingredi- 

ents puts the high-sheen on lip-shimmer . . . keeps 

you kissable-as-the-day-is-long! "Cause it stays on 

til you take it off! 

In your favorite shades, and three suggested FALL- 

in-love colors that start a flame in his heart: 
* mepiuM,( perfect red red) 

ORANGE GLAMOUR,(vibrant sun glow) 

PROPOSAL PINK,(bright “kiss me” pink) 








For a radiant complexion 
it’s FLAME-GLO® Kissable Look 
LIQUID MAKE-UP 
§ beautifying skin tones to choose from. Gives 
your skin day-long loveliness. Never turns 
color or streaks. Fortified with rich lanolin. 
P only 39¢ in unbreakable squeeze bottle 


Jeanette MacDonald and Gene Raymond recently 
celebrated 21st anniversary with party at Las Vegas 





Prices slightly higher in Canada 
AT POPULAR PRICE COSMETIC COUNTERS EVERYWHERE, 


THEY DOING NOW? 


Ginger Rogers is mulling lush TV offers 
—and stepping out with Arthur Cameron 


Well, if it isn't Farley Granger, Jan Sterling was one of many who 
now a New Yorker on a daily radio welcomed Hedy Lamarr back to Hol- 
show with Vera Bacal (Lauren’s aunt) lywood. Hedy’s resuming her career 


Lively as ever, Greer Garson recently “Not for me!” says Janet Gaynor of TV. But Loretta Young, with her own show 
scored hit as Broadway’s “Auntie Mame” going strong, loves it. Eric Johnson’s neutral. Janet’s happy on Brazil ranch ? 
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CASTS 
OF CURRENT PICTURES 


CASE OF DR. LAURENT, THI Trans-Lux 
Directed by Jean Paul le *hanoi Ll}? |_a ent 
Jean Gabin; Francine, Nicole Cou 

Loubet, Sylvia Monfort; Dr. Bast 

lina, Mag Avril; Andrey I 

bev: Felicien, Serge Davin: 

Demazis; Simonet, Daxley 


CAT ON A HOT TIN ROOI M-G-M. Directed 
by Richard Brooks Vargaret lizabetl laylor; 
Brick, Paul Newman; Bi ld Burl Ives; 
Cooper Pollitt, Jack Carson; Big Man Judith 


Anderson; Mae Pollitt 


FLY, THI 20th. Directed 
judré, Al Hedison; He 
Francois, Vincent Price spe 
ert Marshall; Emma, Kathleen 
Andersone, Betty Lou Gersor 
Herbert; Dr. Ejoute, Eugene 
lorben Meyer 


HARRY BLACK—20th. Directs 

gonese: Har Black, Stewart Grat 
Tanner, Barbara Rush; Des» 

thony Steel; Bapu, 1. S. Johar; 1 
Stephens; Dr. Chorhur Frank Olegario; 
Somola, Kamala Devi; Mrs. Tanner, Glady 
Ur. Philip Tanner, George Curzon; 
Archie Duncan. 


RAINCOAT, THI Kingsley- 
rected by Julien Duvivier: Al 

: O'Brien, John MecGiver: Ra 
Blier: / ence, Claude Sylvain; 

1 Rigaux; Sam, Rob Murray; Eva, 


THI Warners. 
ft, Aldo Ray; 
. Cummings, Ray- 
St. Cyr; Mildred, Bar- 

William Campbell; Gal- 

kel; Ridves, James Best; 

: »p: Goldstein, Jerry Paris; Red, 
Robert Gist; IVilson, L. Q. Jones; Dalleson, Casey 
Adams; Montelli, John Berardino; Conn, Edward 


McNally; Minetta, Greg Roman. 


; 


ONCE UPON A HORSI U-I. Directed by Hal 
Kanter: Dan Casey, Dan Rowan; Dee Logan, 
Dick Martin; Amity Babb, Martha Hyer; Gran 
cull ix, Leif Erickson; Dovey Barnes, Nita 


cl i 

Talbot; Postmaster, James Gleason; Mr. Tharp, 
John MecGiver; Bruno De Gruen, David Burns; 
i } Coryell, i Ryan; Ben, Max 
Baer: Beulah’s Brother, Buddy Baer; Beulah, 
Ingrid Goude; om ie Bob Livingston, 


Henry Di b 


Kermit Maynard, Themselves. 


SMILEY GETS A GUN—20th. Directed by 


Anthony Kimmins Smiley, Colin’ Petersen; 
\lother, Margaret Christensen; Father, Reg Lye; 


Sat. Flarman, Chips Rafferty; Joey, Bruce Arch- 


er; Rev. Lambeth, Ralph Richardson; Rankin, 
John McCullum; Miss Workman, Jocelyn Hern- 
field. 


TARZAN’S FIGHT FOR LIFE—M-G-M. Di- 
rected by Bruce Humberstone: /arsan, Gordon 
Scott; Jane, Eve Brent; 7ahtu, Rickie Sorensen; 
Anne Sturdy, Jil Jarmyn; Futa, James Edwards; 
Dr. Sturdy, Carl Benton Reid; Dr. Ken War- 
wick, Harry Lauter; Ramo, Woody Strode. 


WHITE WILDERNESS—Buena Vista. Di- 


rected by James Algar: Documentary. 


WHOLE TRUTH, THE—Columbia. Directed 
by John Gullermin: Mar, Stewart Granger; Carol, 
Donna Reed; Carliss, George Sanders; Gina Ber- 
tint, Gianna Maria Canale; I/nspector Simon, 
Michael Shillo; Gilbert, Richard Molinas; Wally 
Reichel, Peter Dynely; Archer, John Van Eyssen; 
Jack Leslie, Phillip Vickers. 


WINDOM’'S WAY—-Rank. Directed by Ronald 
Neame: Alec Windom, Peter Finch; Lee Win- 
dom, Mary Ure; Anna Vidal, Natasha Parry; 
George Hasbrook, Robert Flemyng; Patterson, 
Michael Hordern; Jan Vidal, John Cairney; Bel- 
liedron, Marne Maitland; Lolltvar, Gregoire As- 
lan. 


YOUR PAST IS SHOWING!—Rank. Directed 
by Mario Zampi: Lord Mayley, Terry-Thomas; 
Sonny MacGregor, Peter Sellers; Flora Ransom, 
Peggy Mount; Melissa Right, Shirley Eaton; 
Nigel Dennis, Dennis Price; Lady Mayley, 
Georgina Cookson; Ethel Ransom, Joan Sims; 
Rev. Bastable, Miles Malleson. 
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NOW 
PLAYING 


For fuller reviews, see Photoplay for the 
months indicated. For full reviews this month 
see contents page. 





VVVY BIG COUNTRY, THE--U.A., Tech- 
nirama, Technicolor: Gentle Gregory Peck, an 
Easterner out to claim the hand of a tough 
rancher’s daughter (Carroll Baker), finds some 
fun among the fisticuffs. (F) September 


VVYV CERTAIN SMILE, A—20th; Cinema- 
Scope, De Luxe Color: Another poison-portrait 
of a young French minx from the pen of Fran- 
coise Sagan, made more palatable by Christine 
Carere; her unfortunate elders, Joan Fontaine, 
Rossano Brazzi. ( A) September 
VVVY GIGI—M-G-M; CinemaScope. Metro- 
color: Lots of charm and gorgeous Parisian 
settings distinguish a fine musical. Demure 
teenager of 1900, Leslie Caron is groomed to 
be some rich man’s pet. Louis Jourdan wins 
her heart, but Maurice Chevalier steals the 
show. (A) June 


VVY GOD'S LITTLE ACRE—U.A.: Inter- 
esting study of a Deep South family, mixing 
pathos and rowdy humor, stars Robert Ryan 
as the father. neglecting his farm to seek 
buried gold. Aldo Ray is his unemployed son- 
in-law; Fay Spain, a daughter. (A) June 


VVVY HUNTERS, THE—20th; CinemaScope, 
De Luxe Color: Fast air-action over Korea, 
as old-pro Robert Mitchum shows his softness 
(with lovely May Britt) and greenhorn Robert 
Wagner shows his hardness under fire. (F) 

September 


VVV IMITATION GENERAL—M-G-M, Cine- 
maScope: Glenn Ford and Red Buttons share 
the laughs in this hilarious poke at the Army 
set in post-war Normandy. Without a word of 
English, Taina Elg adds to the fun. (F) 

September 


YVVY INDISCREET—-Warners. Technicolor: 
Gabby but funny romantic caper pairs Cary 
Grant and Ingrid Bergman as partners in a 
mad London affair. Cary tells actress Ingrid 
he’s married, but his secret comes out. Her 
reaction is hilarious. (A) August 


VVVY KEY, THE—Columbia, CinemaScope: 
Sultry Sophia Loren has William Holden, as a 
wartime rescue captain who inherits the key to 
her flat. later wonders if it was good or bad. 
The answer's far from simple in this thought- 
ful. provocative tale. (A) September 


VVV LIGHT IN THE FOREST, THE—Buena 
Vista, Technicolor: Refreshing story of youth 
in America of 1764. James MacArthur's loyal- 
ties waver between his white parents and the 
Indian tribe that stole and raised him. Carol 
Lynley is a pretty bond slave; Fess Parker, a 
friend. (F) August 


VVVVY MATCHMAKER. THE—Paramount, 
VistaVision: Shirley Booth, Tony Perkins and 
Shirley MacLaine prove that love can be a 
laughing matter in this bright farce about the 
adventures of a widow-turned-Cupid in the 
Yonkers of the Gay Eighties. (F) August 


VVVY NAKED EARTH—20th, Cinema- 
Scope: Hearty, witty adventure tale, set deep 
in Africa. Richard Todd, footloose Irishman, 
teams with voluptuous yet practical Juliette 
Greco in tobacco-farming, crocodile-hunting— 
and love. (A) August 


VVVY OLD MAN AND THE SEA, THE— 
Warners, Warnercolor: A super-Academy- 
Award job by Spencer Tracy and poetic camera- 
work combine to bring Hemingway’s prize 
novel of loneliness and manliness to rich ful- 


fillment on the screen. (F) September 


VVV PARISIENNE, LA—U.A., Technicolor: 
Flip French farce gives a generous view of 
sexy Brigitte Bardot. Suspecting bridegroom 
Henri Vidal of infidelity, she plays around 
with Charles Boyer, bored consort of a Euro- 


pean queen. (A) August 


VVY PROUD REBEL, THE—Buena Vista, 
Technicolor: Alan and David Ladd make an 
appealing onscreen father-son team, fighting 
hatred in post-Civil War Illinois. (F) July 


VVY ROCK-A-BYE BABY—Paramount; 
VistaVision, Technicolor: Three bawling 
babies and two luscious babes (Marilyn Max- 
well, Connie Stevens) tangle with Jerry Lewis. 
as a glorified babysitter, out to do a good turn 
to his childhood crush. Results, irresistible; 


gags. sophisticated. (A) September 


VVVY VERTIGCO—Paramount; VistaVision. 
Technicolor: Hitechcock’s master hand sends 
chills down your spine again with a new 
weirdy, chock-full of phobias, mysticism and 
reincarnation. James Stewart is fine as a 
neurotic dick with a case on two-faced Kim 


Novak. (F) August 


VVVY VIKINGS. THE—U.A.; Technirama, 
Technicolor: Roaring, gory yarn of those old- 
time sea raiders. Slave Tony Curtis loves prin- 
cess Janet Leigh, who is eaptured by Kirk 
Douglas. son of Viking ruler Ernest Borgnine. 
Eye-filling spectacle. (F) August 
VVY VOICE IN THE MIRROR—U-I, Cine- 
maScope: Richard Egan makes the most of his 
first crack at a dynamic role, as an alcoholic 
artist who forges his own salvation, despite 
misguided efforts by his wife (Julie London) 
and doctor (Walter Matthau). A sobering case 
study in a low key. (A) September 
VVVY YOUNG LAND, THE—Buena Vista, 
Technicolor: In a forceful western, sheriff Pat 
Wayne romances Yvonne Craig and tries to 
keep killer Dennis Hopper from escaping—or 
being lynched. (F) August 








its crystal-clear! 





clearly unlike any shampoo 
you've ever seen before! 


White Rain is new, pure, that’s why it rinses twice as clean as 
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any other leading shampoo. No hard-to-rinse oils. No artificial For Extra 
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color. Nothing but rich, crystal-clear, liquid White Rain... 
Famous White 
Rain lotion 
shampoo, 
creamy-rich, 
extra-gentle. 


to leave your hair gloriously clean . . . freshly laced with sunshine. 
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THE FIRST AND ONLY CRYSTAL-CLEAR LIQUID SHAMPOO 
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YOUR NEEDLECRAFT , 
attractions 











Leslie Caron has fun making 
needlework gifts for friends 


SEE LESLIE IN M-G-M’'S “GIGI” 
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Send twenty-five cents (in coin) 


for each 








7092—Embroidered pinafore with whirly 
skirt; bow-tied Use remnants to 
make it. Tissue pattern, transfers, direc- 
tions. Child sizes, 2, 4, 6, 8, 10. State size. 


sash. 


7019—Quick Each little doily 
is done in lacy pineapple pattern. Direc- 
tions for 9-inch round doily, 9-inch sq., 
914 x 14-inch oval in Number 50 cotton. 


crochet. 


884—Cool jiffy-wrap halter. Make several 
in gay prints, pastels. Trim with gay 
embroidery. Misses’ sizes 12-14; 16-18. 
7136—Happy little bluebirds to embroider 
on your kitchen towels—a different motif 
for each day of the week. Transfer of 
7 motifs 54% x 6 inches. Directions. 


7034—Attractive wall planter for arti- 
ficial flowers. Spider-web pattern in shape 
of parasol. Directions for 12-17-inch 
planter in heavy jiffy cotton. Fun to make. 


pattern to: Photoplay Needlecraft Service, 


P. O. Box 123, Old Chelsea Station, New York 11, New York. Add five cents for each 


, pattern for first-class mailing. 


Send extra twenty-five cents for Needlecraft Catalog. 








HELENA RUBINSTER 


A. Soft touch: New Tempo hair spray 
by Helene Curtis comes in three types 
for dry, normal or oily hair. 
hair shining clean and _ soft. 


Leaves 


$1.50* 


B. Thing of beauty: 
in pastel-color, gold 
dispenser bottle. Pink, 
or yellow. Refillable. 


jergens lotion 
star- spattered 
blue, green 


8 oz., $1.25* 


C. Eye-opener: Revlon’s Roll-On mas- 
cara with self-applicator to color and 
curl lashes. Waterproof; no eye-smart- 
ing turpentine. Six shades. $2.00* 


D. Good enough to eat: Apple-on-a- 
Stick, Dorothy Gray’s shiny bright fall 
lipstick color. Two formulas, Satura 
and Sheer Velvet Creamy, each, $1.35* 


E. Turn Blonde, mild new cream hair 
lightener by Helena Rubinstein, can 
lighten a little or a lot. You decide. 
Won’t fade or wash out. Kit, $2.50* 


* plus tax 














continued 


Enough to convince all of you I didn*t give up Patti 


Nev get this straight,” Jerry sputtered into 

the phone. “The only thirteen-year-old 
girls | know are the ones my son Gary brings 
home on dates. My name is Jerry Lewis; I 
have no middle name; I’m married to an 
adult.” 

For a moment Jerry stopped talking and 
listened, finally managing to say quietly, “I’m 
sorry you disbanded your Brooklyn Jerry 
Lewis Fan Club, Miss Reich. Now that you 
know I’m not Jerry Lee Lewis, I hope you'll 
organize it again. Sure... . Of course... . 
Any time. Goodbye.” And Jerry hung up. 


Witnesses? Clues? Plenty! 


for my thirteen-year-old cousin 









“At least I had a chance to straighten her 
out,” Jerry said to us, “but. what about all 
the others who are confusing me with Jerry 
Lee Lewis? The ones who never call, never 
write, but just go on believing what they 
believe? How can I get through to them? 
I... Wait! Not a word!” He put his finger 
to his lips. With a wildly haunted expression, 
he glanced back over his shoulder. Getting 
stealthily to his feet, he went across the room 
and peered under the rug. He opened a desk 
drawer and looked inside it. He came over 
to me and examined (Continued on page 71) 













































































‘Send these to Jerry Lewis,” 
I tell the saleslady. 

“Plain old Jerry Lewis. No 
middle name. No 

Lee.” One traveling case, 
three picture frames—all of 
them were delivered to me. 
Me! That's evidence, isn’t 
it? Proves I’m really me 





Now here’s a girl | 
can trust! “Babe,” I say to 
her, “has anybody else got 

a mug like mine? Nobody 
but good old Jerry Lewis!” 
Babe doesn’t argue. Neither 
does Bruce, when I tell him, 
“My name is Jerry Lewis. 
I’m a cop—I mean, a comic. 
I’m in ‘Rock-a-Bye Baby’ ” 





Now take a close 

look, everybody, please. 
Please! Is that Patti? 

Is that me? Even s’posing 
I’'d swapped my dark crew- 
cut for a long blond job, is 
that your old pal Jer? 

That, friends, is Jerry Lee 


Lewis, with Cousin Myra. 


His cousin, | mean—not mine. 


Anyhow, good luck, kids. 
Ladies and gentlemen 
of the jury, I rest my case 


Gotta keep an eye on 
everybody. That guy could be 
Jerry Lee Lewis in disguise. 
Or that one. Or I could—no, 
no! I’m me! But here’s 

the bit: Here I am in plain 
sight at Fifth Avenue and 
57th Street in New York, and 
ts anybody asking me to 

sing “Crazy Arms” or “High 
School Rock”? More 
witnesses to testify I can’t 
possibly be what’s-his-name 





ONCE ROCK AND BETTY 


WERE MADE FOR EACH OTHER 


AND THEN THEY DRIFTED APART. 


CAN THEY RECAPTURE THE PAST 


AND THIS TIME MAKE IT LAST? 
IS THERE A SECOND CHANCE 
FOR ROCK'S HEART? 


ock was coming back to the fire carrying an orchid 
in his hand. The expression on his face was like a 

kid’s—as if he were bringing a good report card home 
for the very first time. He walked towards the pretty 
blonde girl who chatted with his mother while they 
cleaned up after the barbecue. And although his guests 
all watched him as he approached, it was as if they and 
his mother weren’t there. He saw only the girl. 

“Happy July 3, 1958,” he said formally, bowing as he 
gave her the orchid. 

“Why Rock,” she said, “it’s lovely. But what’s the 
occasion ?” 

“Nothing,” he answered quietly, then added, “and 
everything. But if I have to have a reason, let’s say it’s 
because I love this crazy Mexican hat you bought me. 


I always wanted a hat with donkeys and peons sleeping 
on the brim. I just wanted to give you something in 
return.” 

“Remember the first time you gave me an orchid, at 
the premiere of ‘Magnificent Obsession’?” she asked. 

He gazed at her for a moment and then said softly, “I 
remember.” And suddenly, as if embarrassed by his 
feelings, he looked away—at the sky, and pointed up- 
wards, 

“T see it,” she said, “the moon.” 

“No, over there,” he pointed at a single star. “Star 
light, star bright, first star I see tonight . . .” 

“I wish I may,” she continued, “I wish I might, have 
the wish I wish tonight.” 


They both laughed. (Continued on page 80) 


by JAE LYLE 





July 3, 1958 


again — 


Together 

in 
Hollywood 
supermarket 


shop 
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right before 
they broke up 


In love— 








ABOUT US? 
nab ply 


Lars 10 


Son ac Wn 


I threw three pebbles into the lake. Plink, plank, plunk! I watched 
the widening circles in the water, and I tried to take my mind off 
things by counting the ripples before they disappeared. 

I wanted to keep calm and collected, but I was beginning to feel 
pent-up. The day was hot and sticky, and I pushed my hair away 
from my neck. 

When I turned around, I saw Jim coming toward me. He smiled 
and took my hand and we walked toward the little green valley in the 
cool woods, where butterflies danced and sunbeams spangled the 
trees with gold. I was nervous inside, and I hoped it wasn’t showing. 

Then we stopped and looked at each other. He held both my hands. 
We were standing so close together, Jim and I, I could hear his heart 
going thump-thump-thump. And all the leaves in the green woods 
around us whispered and sh-sshd. 

Gee, how vividly it all comes back to me. The sun in the treetops 
and the happy twitter of birds. I remember I saw a pair of animal 
eyes looking at us through the trees. 

Then Jim smiled and said my name and he took me gently in his 
arms. My stomach flip-flopped. I put my arms around him. He looked 
at me, and my heart was pounding, and I turned away for a minute. 
I sighed, got up my courage and looked into his eyes. They were blue 
and misty. They tried to tell me something. (continued) 


When Jim took me in his arms, my heart 
started to beat like a bongo drum. I, 
Carol Lynley, the fifteen-year-old kid, 
was going to be kissed! Then it happened 





























“QHALL WE TELL THEM ALL ABOUT US?” 


continued 


Out of the shadows .a bobolink called. Somewhere in 
the tall grass, a lark trilled. So softly I could barely hear 
him, Jim whispered, “I love you.” 

I closed my eyes, and in a minute his cheek was against 
mine, warm and fuzzy, and before I knew it I felt his lips 
touch mine lightly—ever so lightly. I trembled all over, 
and there was such stillness in the forest it scared me. I 
looked up and there we were, in the shadows of the big 
trees. 

I took a breath, and suddenly I heard the choir of birds, 
the bobolinks and the meadowlarks, beginning to sere- 
nade us again in the middle of that lazy August afternoon. 

Out of the blue a voice yelled, “Cut!” It was Herschel 
Daugherty, the director of our movie, “The Light in the 
Forest.” Jim and I had finished our love scene. Hersch’s 
assistant bellowed, “Wrap it up, and let’s go home.” 

“But can I take her home with me?” Jim said. I blushed 
all over and ran off, and the social worker attending me on 
the set came tramping behind my footsteps like a soldier. 
Jim called them “those spooky (Continued on page 82) 










He’s such a tease—especially about my age. “Ready. 
P ) y 4g 

child?” he’d say. “Yes, Jimmy,” I'd answer, know- 

ing how he hates “Jimmy.” I wound up on the floor! 


Gosh, | don’t know what I'd have done without Jim—Hollywood was so new. He explained everything 


Pll never forget the fun we had together that summer. Jim will always be somebody very special to me 








DORIS laughs: 


dont 


believe 


evervihing | 


theyre 
saying 
about 


Wie 





RUMOR: Columnists say, ‘“The stork 
is going to pay a visit to the new 
Beverly Hills home of Doris Day and 
Marty Melcher. Doris is busy getting 
a nursery ready for the new baby. 
A friend reports that the Melchers 
are looking forward to the arrival 


of their bundle of joy in November.’’ 


RUMOR: Studio workers say, ‘‘Since 
the death of her brother, Paul, last 
year, Doris has become despondent. 
She has crying spells on the set, and 
doesn’t seem to be feeling well. 
We're afraid this has sent her into 
a tailspin mentally and physically, 
that will be very hard to pull out of.’’ 


RUMOR: Acquaintances say, ‘‘Doris 
has been moping because son Terry 
went to school in the east. She didn’t 


want it, but Marty and Terry over- 
ruled. Now she worries constantly 
about him, to such an extent that it 
has become an obsession, and it’s 


affecting her home life very badly.”’ 


Continued on page 90 
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Elvis’ last words to you before going overseas 


"Please don't 


forget me 


n a few weeks I’ll be going away . . .” As he spoke to the crowd of 

about seventy-five faithful fans who had waited for hours outside his 

Whitehaven mansion for a glimpse of him, Elvis Presley’s voice 
trailed off in a note of wistful sadness. 

Teenagers clambered around his tomato-red Lincoln Continental, 
holding out photos, scraps of paper, sketches of him for his autograph. 
Silently, he signed them. The fans, too, were strangely quiet now. It 
was as if they, as well as Elvis, sensed that this was their last meeting 
for a long, long time. . . 

“How’s the Army treatin’ you, Elvis?” a boy called loudly, in a 
boisterous attempt to break up the gloom. 

“No complaints,” Elvis reported with a grin. “Have tank, will travel!” 

He started the motor. “Gotta go now,” he said, reluctantly. “Good- 
bye .. . Goodbye, all. . .” 

Slowly, he drove through the gates. Then, abruptly, he stopped and 
turned for a last, long look at the faces behind him. “Thanks,” he 
called. “Thanks for everything. And please . . . don’t forget me while 
I’m gone.” 

With a final wave of farewell, he drove on. 

“Goodbye, Elvis, goodbye . . .” The shouts echoed through the quiet 
of the warm southern afternoon. And long after he no longer heard 
them, they echoed in Elvis Presley’s heart. 

He pulled up in front of the magnificent Colonial house, and got out 
of the car. For a few moments, he stood, looking affectionately at the 
lovely sight of the lush green rolling lawns; (Continued on page 74) 





First person Cheryl turned to after 


tragedy was dad, Steve Crane. “I'll 
devote all my life to her,” he says 


he Santa Monica courtroom 
i was silent. Occasionally, one 
of the lawyers scattered around 
the palm-lined room would get up 
from a straight-back wooden chair 
and go over to the water cooler for 
a drink, breaking the silence for a 
few moments. Cheryl Crane sat 
quietly, hardly aware of what was 
going on around her, conscious only 
of the two people seated beside her— 
her father and her mother—each of 
them holding tight to one of her 
hands. 

She didn’t look at either of them— 
even when her Dad, feeling her ten- 
sion, and wanting to reassure her, 
squeezed her hand. Even then she 
couldn’t turn around and face him. 

It seems, she thought, the only time 
we're ever all together is times like 
this—when there is trouble. A fly 
buzzed by, interrupting her thoughts 
and breaking the silence, before flying 


out the open window once again. 

Outside the close-door session of 
the juvenile courtroom, the mood 
was different. Hundreds of people 
had already gathered—some had 
been there since early morning, even 
before Cheryl had arrived, shy and 
alone, in the big black private car 
with the probation officers. 

She remembered how they pushed 
towards the car and she tried shrink- 
ing back into the corner, hiding 
behind her large black sunglasses, 
trying to escape their stares. 

It wasn’t that they were unfriendly. 
Some people had even called out 
“Good luck, Cheryl” as the deputy 
sheriffs helped her into the building, 
and the probation officers led her 
upstairs to the private chambers of 
Superior Judge Allen Lynch. 

She was brought two hours early, 
to avoid the crowds, she was told. 
She knew that Judge Lynch was going 
to decide this morning who was to 
take care of her. Someone, she 
couldn’t remember who, had said that 
she was going to be placed in a foster 
home or a state institution. She didn’t 
believe them. 

Suddenly, she stared down at her 
white shoes. She always wore flats; 
she was so tall, too tall for heels. Her 
mother had brought them with her 
dress, especially for today’s session, 
when she had visited her at Juvenile 
Hall. All the other girls’ mothers 
came on Sunday, but the officials said 
if her mother came with all the 
other parents she would cause too 
much confusion, so Mummy came on 
Saturdays. 

Mummy looked pretty, even though 
her eyes were puffy and red from 
crying. | can never cry, she thought. 
I wish I could. Instead, she prayed 
her rosary—the one her father had 
brought her during last visiting hours. 

It helped to pray. She still had her 
first Bible, the one mother bought her 
when she was a baby. I wonder where 
it is, she suddenly thought. J don’t 
remember unpacking it when we 
moved to the new house. (continued) 





CHERYL CRANE pleads: 








Mummy, how can I choose 
between you and Daddy? 





CHERYL CRANE 


continued 


Sometimes she took the Bible with 
her when she went to Mass with 
Dad on Sunday. One time, when 
she was young and going to St. 
Paul’s School, she even thought 
she’d like to be a nun—or a Cath- 
olic, anyway. 

“I say my prayers regularly,” 
she had explained to Mother, when 
she visited last Saturday. They 
didn’t have much time together 
that day. The forty-five minutes 
went by so quickly. She explained 
to Mother that she couldn’t open 
the presents she’d bought—a gift 
box of shampoo and soap—until 
Sunday when all the other girls 
could open their presents. They 
talked about the classes she was 
attending and she'd asked if 
Grandma could have a blue ribbon 
for her hair sent in so that it 
would match her blue cotton shirt- 
waist dress—the one she was wear- 
ing today, for the session. She 
knew—and Mother did too—that 
the session was important, but 
they didn’t talk about it then. 

Even this morning, when Mother 
and Dad came into the courtroom, 
they didn’t mention why they were 
there. But she could tell they both 
were upset. She could always tell 
. -. even when they tried to hide it. 
Daddy can pretend better than 
Mummy, she thought. He can 
always look calm. 

Even the evening—that Good 
Friday evening—when the terrible 
thing happened to Johnny and she 
had called Daddy at his restaurant. 
He was having dinner, and at first, 
she had difficulty making the man 
on the other end understand who 
she was. 

“I don’t want to interrupt him 
at dinner,” he kept saying, but 
finally, after she had repeated who 
she was, he did. She couldn’t 
remember much, except crying, 
“Daddy, (Continued on page 88) 


oe 


Daddy No. 2 was wealthy Bob Top- 
ping, whose lack of success in ad- 
justing to Cheryl caused friction 


Children of third dad, Lex Barker, 
were her brief, welcome playmates. 
“Lana is a good mother,” says Lex 


Scare when, to escape school, she 
ran away and was found in Skid Row 
brought both parents to her side 


She loved her mother enough to kill in her defense. “I love my father, too,” 
says Cheryl. Choosing between them can cause her greatest suffering of all 
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henever a star is born, you 

can be sure that training 

deserves a share of credit 
for the twinkle. It takes more than 
natural good looks, more even than 
personality and talent to look and act 
like a star. Let alone, walk, stand 
and move like one. In fact, poise and 
grace are so important a part of an 
actress’s equipment that no small part 
of her training is devoted to it. 

Because Photoplay believes that 
every girl deserves to shine for her 
own particular audience, we arranged 
to bring our cameras to the body 
control classes at Estelle Harman’s 
Actor’s Workshop. “Being attractive 
is a serious bread-and-butter business 
for an actress, of course,” Estelle 
agreed. “But what girl doesn’t long 
for similar admiration?” 

Former head of the Talent Depart- 
ment at Universal-International Stu- 
dios and top Hollywood coach, Estelle 
has worked with male stars including 
Rock Hudson, Tony Curtis, John 
Saxon and Ronnie Burns, as well as 
actresses Anita Ekberg, Marisa Pavan, 
Terry Moore and Mamie Van Doren 
among many others. “Any girl can 
develop a vital, expressive body,” she 
says, “if she’s willing to work for it.” 

If this sounds like you, join the 
class on the following pages. You'll 
share Estelle’s coaching with some of 
Hollywood’s most promising young 
actresses. Like them, you'll find that 
it takes more than just looking, 
thanks, to learn to move like a star. 
Like them, you'll have to practice, 
daily, to make grace and poise a 
natural, unaffected part of your own 


glamour equipment. (continued) 


YOU HAVE AN AUDIENCE 100... 


At work at Workshop: coach Harman, actresses 







Colleen Drake (center), Yvonne Cra 






Join classes in poise and grace along with promising young 


actresses at Estelle Harman’s famous Hollywood Actor’s Workshop 


45 





continued 


step this way 


“Every girl, regardless of acting 
ambitions, loves to make a glam- 
orous entrance down a stair- 
case,” says Mrs. Harman. “More 
often than not, we create a poor 
impression with head down, eyes 
on feet.” Above, Yvonne Craig 
demonstrates how not to descend 


Yvonne makes perfect entrance, 
chin up body gracefully erect 





| 
| 
| 
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Slipping and sliding at first, 
books soon remain firmly on 
heads as girls learn secret of 
smooth stride: Step forward with 
one foot, keeping weight of body 
over back foot. Next, come up 
on balls of both feet, keeping 
knees’ straight, and shift weight 
to advanced foot. Now throw 
weight to heel of advanced foot, 
relaxing rear leg, bending knee 
and letting foot rest easily on the 
ball. If you think this takes lots 
of practice—you're right! But 
the result is the kind of walk you 
admire on the After 
group practice, each girl steps 
out solo while rest of class look, 


screen. 





“book” learning 


listen and learn. Below, Jana 
Lund does her stuff for onlook- 
ers Joyce Beatty, Colleen Drake, 
Estelle Harman, Yvonne Craig, 
Heather Ames and Fran Bennett. 
All pay careful heed to Mrs. Har- 
man’s watchful comments: “Keep 
toes pointed straight ahead! 
Swing arms easily! Be sure move- 
ment springs from balls of feet! 
Don’t look down! Keep top of 
head and chin parallel to ground! 
No short, mincing steps, please! 
Or long, awkward strides, 
either!” Check these points your- 
self. Soon, you too will be walk- 
ing with new poise and assurance 
—right in step with the stars 






















































Caught in awkard sitting posi- 
tions by Patricia Lavin, assist- 
ant to Mrs. Harman, girls 
promptly assume more graceful 
positions. Patricia reminds them 
that knowing how is not enough. 
“Grace must be practiced all of 
the time, until it becomes nat- 
ural,” she says. Above, Fran Ben- 
nett, who was asked to “freeze” 





Fran Bennett (left) shows how 
not to get comfortable, as she 
lets knees fall open ungracefully 
while crossing her ankles. Jana 
Lund, portraying attractive girl, 
crosses ankles neatly, keeping 
legs close together. In picture 
at right, right and wrong way to 





in her original pose, demonstrates 
how entire appearance can be 
spoiled by clumsy position of 
legs. Seated behind her: Joyce 
Beatty, Colleen Drake, Jana 
Lund, Heather Ames and Erica 
Kulewitz. Standing: Patricia La- 
vin and Estelle Harman. Below, 
Fran plays role of awkward girl, 
Jana puts best foot forward. 





cross knees: Fran’s legs are 
pressed together, making calf 
spread and thicken, while Jana 
swings leg all the way across 
other knee so that shape of calf 
is not distorted. Note, too, dif- 
ferent impressions created by pos- 
ture and arm positions of girls. 


Continued on page 70 





HOW WOULD 
HE RATE YOU? 


His first impression of you: 








re 


a) She slouches; is untidy looking 
b) She’s a fashion plate 
c) I didn’t notice 





What he thinks of your walk: 

a) Drowsy Dot—Shoulders hunched; 
hips, head ahead of feet; tummy 
out; eyes down 

b) Graceful Grace—Makes perfect 
entrance: head high, tummy in, 
back straight 

c) Athletic Ann—Takes long, awk- 
ward strides as on a golf course 





Sitting pretty: 

a) Her legs cross high; skirt tight 

b) Legs cross easily or are straight; 
skirt over knees; back straight 

c) Legs wrap around chair; slumps 

d) Ouch! Knees apart; ankles cross 


When you meet people: 

a) She’s embarrassed; introvertish 
b) She’s composed; thinks first 

c) She gets flustered; flounders 

d) She chatters constantly 


Your telephone manners: 
a) Her talk is long and small 
b) She’s pleasant, polite—and brief 


Your restaurant know-how: 

a) When I ask what she’d like to 
order, she answers, “Anything.” 

b) She names her choices quickly 

c) She asks for explanations of five 
or six items on menu; takes a 
long time to decide 


Your social savoir-faire: 

a) While on a date, she spots best 
friend Judy, on the street, squeals, 
yoo-hoos and waves frantically 

b) Catches up with Judy and in- 
troduces us 

c) Ignores Judy; it’s easier 


Your dress: 

a) She’s a sporty, outdoorsy dresser 
b) She dresses to suit the occasion 
c) She’s a frilly type, come-what-may 


Your makeup: 

a) Makeup is fine, but not if I can’t 
see the girl underneath 

b) I know she wears makeup, but all 
I can see is how pretty she looks 

c) Could be pretty if she cared 
enough to use a little makeup 







For how he’d rate you, see 
page 70. 
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A drizzly summer afternoon, and Kim waited eagerly for 


palm-reader Stephanos in her New York vacation head- 


quarters, the penthouse suite of the elegant Sherry Netherlands 
Hotel. 

When Photoplay first invited Kim to a Stephanos palm-read- 
ing session, she refused. She didn’t want her palm revealed, she 
told us, for a number of very personal reasons. 

And then, via the Broadway grapevine, she heard of Ste- 
phanos’ success with cinema stars and the jazzy international set. 
He’d pinned their characters right down to a T, Kim was told. 
And so, finally, she couldn’t turn down our dare! 

“You don’t mind, do you—letting me read your palm?” 
asked Stephanos, once he was seated comfortably next to Kim in 
the luxurious living room of her suite. 

“I’m doing it on a dare from Photoplay—for fun!” Kim 
answered. 

And so Stephanos took Kim’s left palm in his, since she writes 


with it, he explained, and began to (Continued on page 69) 








PALMIST: Wait! This line 1s strange... 
it shows trouble... 


continued 
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PALMIST: 
There are 
many men 

un your life... 
KIM: 


No marriage 
signs ? 


PALMIST: 

Your career 

will skyrocket. . . 
KIM: 


But all 


I want 1s to be 
a housewrfe ! 





1. Are you a materialist? Thick, ° e —s 
chubby ilk ae fingers show a Your lif és nN your hand. 


tendency toward materialism and i : 
self-indulgence. Thin fingers re Compare your palm with Kim’s... 
veal refinement, love of beauty. 

2. If your has lots of little . 
lines, no oes sensitive and H ere S tephanos gives you 
impressionable, If there’s an over- 

abundance of thin, thin lines, , 
you're terribly temperamental, too. a f ew tup s for your p arty fun 
3. Is there a Star sign (like an 

asterisk) on your Fate line (the 

Fate line runs parallel to the Life 

line)? Watch out. You could be’ 

involved in some kind of scandal. 

4. Your thumb is the steering 

wheel of your palm. It guides your 

personality. Long, strong thumbs 

reveal dynamjc personalities — 

people who'll go places in the 

world. Very short, weak thumbs 

indicate highly emotional people 

who are overly concerned with 

the petty in family, business deals, 

5. Directly below your thumb is 

a mount of hard flesh This is 

called Venus, the mount of love. 

Venus is the thermometer of your 

affectioris. Feel it and if it’s well- 

padded, and fleshy, you’re a gen- 

erous, loving person; if hard and 

bony, you're selfish and stingy. 

6. If the mount of Venus bulges, 

you appreciate art, music, writing 

and acting. You revel in the dra- 

matic, and you’ve a warm person- 

ality, making you fun to be with. 

7. Opposite Venus mount, on the 

pinky side of your palm, is Luna. 

If it’s springy, it means you have a 

very active imagination. If it’s too 

springy, you belong in the fantasy 

world. If it’s flat and hard, you’re 

much too practical! 

8. Look at the ends of your fin- 

gers, where your fingerprint is. 

If it peaks in the center—you’re 

inclined to be quite stubborn. 


~ _ FATE LINE 
LIFE LINE 
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JOHNNY SAXON’S FIRST INTERVIEW a by HILDEGARDE JOHNSON 
y 


# SINCE HIS ROMANCE CRACKUP 


Secretly married couple? Estranged lovers? Or just strangers? How does Vicki fit into John’s life? 


Johnny levels with us about: 
e His feelings for Vicki Thal 


e Those ‘‘untrue’”’ marriage stories 


e What he’s looking for in a girl 


met John Saxon in the lobby of a New York 
| theater, on Forty-Sixth Street west of Broad- 
way. This interview was the first since his return 
from Europe, where—the press had predicted 
cheerily—Vicki Thal was supposed to become 
Mrs. John Saxon, with an idyllic honeymoon on 
the Continent to follow. Instead, the romance 
had crumbled into nothing, and John had come 


home alone. A disappointing ending, it seemed. 

I was early; John was late. He had been 
absorbed in the play—Alfred Lunt and Lynn 
Fontanne in “The Visit”—-and he was one of 
the last to leave the theater. He came through 
the doorway looking for me, lighting a cigarette. 
He wore a gray suit with a fine black pencil 
stripe, one of those new four-button (continued) 





continued 





Johnny levels with us: 





about the girls who broke his heart in Brooklyn—about moments when he’s afraid 


jobs with hand-rolled seams and turned-up cuffs. The 
flap of the jacket pocket was lined with a red paisley 
print; so were the cuffs. From above the doorway, hidden 
lighting picked up auburn glints in his dark hair, and 
his eyes shone as intensely as burning coals in an out- 
door grill. People stopped to look at this young man. 
Two well-dressed middle-aged women stared and whis- 
pered together—“John Saxon”—and stared again. Feeling 


their eyes on him, John seemed uneasy—strange reaction 
for a successful young movie actor. 

But his face brightened as I introduced myself. “Hi!” 
he said, stubbing out his cigarette in the sand container. 
“Let’s get out of here. The studio has a car waiting.” 

He had no sooner left the theater than a chorus of 
shrieks rose above the taxi hoots. “It is! It is! Johnny! 
Johnneee!” From across the (Continued on page 85) 


Now in M-G-M’s “The Reluctant Debutante,” John will be seen next in U-I’s “The Wonderful Years” 
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BY SANDRA ULLMAN as told to MARCIA BORIE 


ottndy the rain fell on the windowpane and I turned 
from my typewriter to look at the extras and techni- 
cians hurrying through the studio street outside, making 
for the shelter of the huge M-G-M soundstages. It was 
four o’clock. I sighed and watched the cloudburst and 
wondered if it would stop before five because I’d forgotten 
my umbrella. 
I was about to put my feet on the waste paper basket 
and relax for a few minutes when the door swung open 
and a tall, blond young man burst into the office, dripping 


THE 


wet, coat sagging, his hair hanging down over his face. 

“You look like a drowned puppy!” I started to laugh, 
when Leslie—for it was Leslie Nielsen—silenced me with 
a stony stare. ' 

“Miss Ullman,” he said oddly, running his fingers back 
through his wet hair, “will you please take a letter?” 

His manner was so distant, so formal, my chin dropped 
a little from surprise. I was just a studio secretary and my 
job did include helping players, but Leslie and I had dated 
—yet suddenly, I was just plain (Continued on page 76) 


BACHELOR (24 Uieben) 


AND THE 


SECRETARY 


“TAKE 


A LETTER’ 
(he dictated) 











DEAR LITA AVID 
ROR CALKOUR— 
(VEO tHe 


RPRIZE 


os) ew, 
v (TAVE ME, 


Belpgey MASICON 


P.Se Same goes for us. We had more fun than the kids. 


A real balli Our daughter thanks you; we thank you. 


| Abita flag horn 


| ae Sheila, Guy and you too, Bridget, 
We Calhouns—Rory and I, and 
Cindy, too—thank you! Since you're 
the folks we love the most, we're glad 
you had such a good time at our birthday 
party for Bridget. But we bet you didn’t 
have half so much fun as we had. Or 
our Cindy! Rory says to tell Guy he 
still aches from parking cars and carry- 


ing kids piggyback. How’s Guy’s bruised 
shin? Better, we hope. 

Yvonne (De Carlo) called this morn- 
ning to tell me about the blooming 
romance between her little Bruce and 
our Cindy. Sheila, you and I missed 
the whole thing—we never did get out 
of the kitchen! (I'll never look at an- 
other plate of (Continued on page 95) 








by DEE PHILLIPS 


LOVE 


HAS SHIRLEY 
UP A TREE 


BUT 
SHES COMING 
DOWN 


TO EARTH AGAIN 


Fennel last breakfast. Steve's fa- 

mous scrambled eggs. Just like 
the last time, before he went away, 
Shirley MacLaine thought as she 
watched her husband put the final 
touches of fresh mint to his favorite 
breakfast concoction. She wanted to 
shout out—all the thoughts and feel- 
ings that seemed to be swirling around 
her head. Instead, she simply sat 
quietly, silently watching Steve turn 
the eggs in the pan, as if she were 
seeing it for the first time. 

She looked up at the big kitchen 
clock, and wished she could stop its 
ticking. 

In less than an hour Steve would 
pick up his (Continued on page 78) 








Dick 
Clark 
Says: 
don’t 
sit on 
the 


sidelines 











think if I ever decided to sit down and 

write a book, I’d call it “Notes from 
a Professional Wallflower.” It'd be as good 
a title as any, don’t you agree? I’m the guy 
who, on “American Bandstand” and at ‘my 
record hops, has to sit and watch all the 
other guys have fun on the dance floor. But 
no tears now. I get a charge out of it. 
Honestly. And you want to know something? 
I’m beginning to believe there aren’t many 
of us wallflowers left. That makes me very 
happy—yes indeed. 

But just to set the record straight, and so 
you don’t get the wrong idea—I wasn’t 


always a wallflower. Fact is, I—Richard 
Wagstaff Clark (my family was always big 
for middle names)—made my first real hit 
with my own wife, Barbara, at a dance. 

We were both in high school (continued) 





BE A BELLE 


HAVE A 
BALL 


————————— 


DICK CLARK CHOOSES- 





| 

















continued 


then—in Mount Vernon, N. Y. Bar- 
bara—her name was Barbara Mallery 
__had a date with a good buddy of 
mine and I didn’t have 4 date, but 
we were all snvited to the same party, 
so we made it a three-way date. At 
the party my friend threw a few hints 
my way that he thought Barbara 
would like to date me. Since he didn’t 
want to stand in the way for either 
of us, he said, in the spirit of may- 
the-best-man-win: “Why don’t you 
ask her out?” And so I did. I invited 
Barbara to the annual Snowball Hop, 
the big winter high school dance of 
the season. And she accepted. I'd 
brushed up on 4 few of the latest 
steps, and we hit it off right away- 
It was really a great evening. 

My second date with Barbara 


wasn’t quite so successful, though, I 
have to admit. It was an informal hop 
a few weeks later. After one or two 


trips to the refreshment stand, I sud- 
denly realized I'd miscalculated and 
was fresh out of money. I checked all 
the guys I knew to see if there were 
any house parties or get-togethers 
going on after the dance that were 
free—the idea of taking your date 
home immediately afterward was 
strictly for squares. But nope, just 
my luck, there were no gatherings 
planned. Most of the gang was just 
going out for hamburgers and sodas 
afterwards. And there I was with no 
money to join them. Just out on 4 
second date and wanting to clinch 
the impression, too. Great impres- 
sion I’d make, I sulked. Weil, she 
was a swell (Continued on page 92) 





continued 


get hep with these 
real-gone steps 


(PLUS SOME DANCING DON’TS) 


No tight skirts. Remember that 
gracefulness counts—rear-view 


« 
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oy 
ae 
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Leaving the floor? Never mind most of the Waiting? Look cheerful—a boy Dancing? Well, make your part- 
rules you've heard—the girl should go first wants a partner who wants fun 
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ner believe you enjoy dancing 


NA 


Using the basic step shown on opposite page, the boy leads 
his partner to open position on last step. With his right 
’ 
ROCK ’N ROLL IN ACTION hand, he pushes the girl to his left and out, then takes her 
right hand with his left and holds it as they do another 
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BASIC STEPS IN ROCK ’N ROLL 


(start here) 
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basic step, in open position. On the last step, they return to leading the girl to turn to her right, under his arm. Then 
i closed position, and then begin the double under-arm turn, he lowers and raises his arm as they do the next basic step, 

like this: After both parts of the basic throw-out, the boy _ leading the girl to a second under-arm turn—now to her left. 


raises his left arm. He swings it up and out to his left, If you’ve got that, you’re rockin’ in the Dick Clark style 















sparkling 
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excitement 

for VOUr lips: 


Now!) \ moist. slowing lipstick 


as you wear it! 


IF YOUR LIPSTICKS lose their life and fade away, 
Max Factor has developed your perfect lipstick! 


e : q Hi-Fi glides on . . . clearer, truer, sparkling . . . and 

4 ‘B} stays sparkling! Even gets more brilliant as you 

. . (By wear it. Because Hi-Fi refreshes its excitement! You'll 

M ax kKactor [- | Lipstick love it in exciting new Sparkling Scarlet and 12 other 


» fabulous shades by Max Factor. 1.25 plus tax. 
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August 27, 1958—it was a day 
Tommy Sands would never forget. 
The day he turned twenty-one. And 
Judi Meredith gave him a lovely 
new script-holder. And he kissed 
her for it. And they talked... 






Y _ Sands unwrapped the large, flat package, 
and stood for a moment, dumbstruck and blush- 


ing. He didn’t know what to say. 
“Aw, Judi, you shouldn’t have!” he finally 


blurted. 
“Happy twenty-first birthday, Tommy,” Judi 
9 Meredith laughed. 


He bent quickly and kissed her. “How'd you 


i know? You’re wonderful. And it’s wonderful. 
; How’d you know I needed a script-holder? And 
a. Lwt- red leather—how’d you guess that was my favorite 


color? And my name on it—in gold, yet!” 
~~ “A little bird on the ‘Mardi Gras’ set over at 
, 20th told me,” she grinned. 
Suddenly he reached (Continued on page 96) 
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Modess® . . . with Feminine Fabric. Sheerest 
luxury . . . perfected protection. Regular, 
Junior, Super. Box of 12, 45¢; 2 for 89¢. 
Teen-Age by Modess. Slim, extra-absorbent. 
Dainty pastel cover. Box of 12, 45¢; 2 for 89¢. 
Serena®... softly pink luxury napkin with a 
deodorant. Box of 12, 59¢. 


Modess Belts . . . tailored for perfect comfort 
with any napkin. 50¢. 


Modess® Tampons. .-. new flexible tampons 
you can trust even on “first” days. Regular, 
Junior, Super. Box of 10, 45¢; 2 for 89¢. 


Meds® Tampons ...80 soft, so comfortable, 
so safe. Regular, Junior, Super. Box of 10, 
45¢; 2 for 89¢. 


Coets® ... quilted cotton squares... perfect 
for cosmetic use. Box of 40, 25¢; box of 80, 
45¢; box of 180, 95¢. 


GET THESE FABULOUS NECESSITIES AT YOUR LOCAL 


BEN FRANKLIN STORES 
AND SCOTT STORES 
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PHOTOPLAY DARED 
KIM... 


Continued from page 48 


study it. He looked at it long and intently. 

“Your left hand is the hand of action,” 
Stephanos began. “In it, the lines of the 
palm change and develop according to the 
way your character changes and de- 
velops.” 

“But let’s have one understanding,” Kim 
insisted. “Although I said this reading is 
‘for fun,’ you must promise to tell me 
everything. I don’t want a sugar-coated 
reading.” 

“When we only reveal the good things, 
we call them upbeat readings,” Stephanos 
laughed. 

“Well, I want you to give me all the 
downbeat items, too,” Kim answered, 
smiling. 

“Understood. Now then, let’s begin with 
your Heart—or Love line,” said Steph- 
anos, settling down to business. 

“That’s the one I’m most interested in,” 
Kim said. 

“Isn’t everyone?” Stephanos smiled un- 
derstandingly. “But first, before I go into 
your specific loves, I want to tell you your 
Heart line is terrifyingly overshadowed 
with doubt.” 

“What?” Kim asked, surprised. 

“Yes, it’s full of uncertainty. I'd say, 
without qualm, Kim, that you don’t trust 
love. You want it, yet you’re afraid of 
it. You don’t believe it can happen to 
you. Every time you fall in love, you 
have a miserable time because you’re busy 
doubting, doubting, doubting all the time.” 

“How can you tell that?” Kim asked 
curiously. 

“By a series of damaging lines that are 
cutting into the body of your Heart line. 
This doubting of love worries me. You'll 
never achieve a mature love relationship 
if you don’t get it into control. I’m trying 
to think of a good word to describe it. 
Maybe I'd call it love-testing. Yes, that’s 
it—you’re a love-tester.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Well, before I explain it, let me say 
there’s no shortage of love in your palm. 
You want love, demand love—and get 
love. But, deep down inside, where all 
your defenses are bare, love frightens you. 
It scares you because you won’t believe it 
is for real. ‘How can anybody love me?’ 
you ask. So you start testing like crazy 
to prove the love is true. And invariably, 
this tremendous testing destroys whatever 
love you have.” 

Kim interrupted. “Can you give me an 
example of what you mean?” 

“Sure. Let’s say someone you’re fond of 
tells you at the beginning of a telephone 
conversation, ‘Hello dear. How are you? 
Are you going to tell me how much you 
love me today?’ You’re pleased for the 
moment, delighted. Soon the conversation 
changes to—let’s say, food. He tells you 
about a terrific dinner party he went to 
last night at a client’s, where the client’s 
wife served a fabulous shrimp casserole. 
You begin to say to yourself, ‘Why is he 
raving over it? Is he telling me I’m a 
poor cook? Is he trying to tell me I'll 
never be a good wife—that I can’t enter- 
tain?’ 

“Actually, he couldn’t care less about 
whether or not you can make a shrimp 
casserole,” Stephanos continued, seriously. 
“But you’ve started twisting this thought 
in your mind. You don’t feel confident as 
a cook, so you mistrust any comment he 
makes about cooking. Ultimately you 
put yourself through the worry wringer 
—you don’t believe in yourself.” 

“It’s my inferiority complex,” Kim con- 


fessed. 
to what’s expected of me, to what I ex- 
pect of myself. Did you know I was born 
on February 13, 1933—at 3:14 am., in 
Room 313 at St. Anthony’s Hospital in 


“I never think I can measure up 


Chicago? When they told me thirteen 
was an unlucky number, I’ve been afraid 
of myself ever since. Soon as I began to 
go to school I wanted so much to belong 
to a gang, a group of kids to have fun 
with. But I never made it. I didn’t 
think I was good enough. I figured I was 
an ugly duckling—someone who’s born 
unlucky.” 

“Then,” said Stephanos, “if the man 
we were discussing doesn’t say ‘I love you’ 
at the finish of the telephone conversation 
you'll get yourself sick over it, isn’t that 
right? Maybe he was called away quick- 
ly or maybe someone came into the 
office while he was using the phone and 
he was embarrassed to continue a per- 
sonal conversation in front of someone 
else. Maybe, like many men, he’s not 
very good when it comes to expressing 
his love with words. But, no, you don’t 
think of any of these things. All you 
think of is, ‘He doesn’t love me,—and 
you put him through a terrible trial the 
next time you see him or talk to him. 

“Remember, Kim, you mustn’t be afraid 
to trust love, once you’ve accepted some- 
one’s love. In fact, do you realize your 
palm is riddled with fear? Your lack of 
trust prevents you from giving completely 
of your love, and, before you know it, 
you've ruined something which may have 
been very beautiful by doubting and 
brooding.” 

“You’re absolutely right,” Kim sighed. 
“I'm shocked that you’ve found this out 
about me. It’s really a disturbing part of 
my character. Tell me, what can I do 
about it?” 

“A palmist can’t always give you the 
solutions. He’s primarily interested in 
revealing your character to you—in order 
that you may learn all about yourself. All 
I can say is you must trust love if you 
want to enjoy the deep love relationship 
you so desperately crave.” 

“What about my loves?” she asked 
guickly, and then cut her own question 
short. 

“There seems to have been a series of 
them, many of them shallow. You’re look- 
ing for a deep, involving, uplifting love 
—the kind that'll knock you off your 
feet. And you’re lucky. There’s a long 
line of affection here that’s going to sur- 
prise you so suddenly one day. There'll 
be nothing premeditated about it. It’s 
going to happen with a bang—and, wow, 
are you going to have a ball!” 

“Any marriage signs?” Kim asked, lean- 
ing forward a little. 

“This new love I see could very well 
be your marriage love—” Stephanos spoke 
slowly. “However, there’s another love 
hiding behind it. If this other love taunts 
you, you won’t marry the head-over-heels 
love I just told you about. There are other 
small loves that may woo you, distract 
you from this big love—and then, look 
out! 

“Your Heart line scatters, dissipates. If 
it spreads itself too thin, you'll never 
achieve the love you want and need. So, 
be careful; don’t let your love go off into 
too many directions. This can harm you— 
and ruin your Heart line. 

Kim looked into her palm with great 
fascination. “Can you see all that here?” 

“All of what you are is here,” the palm- 
reader answered assuredly. “Now, for 
your sensitivities.” 

“Are they good or bad?” 

“Nothing to do with good or bad. There 
are simply too many of them. They 
prevent you from developing. They clut- 
ter your life. Trifling, petty details that 
take up hours of your time—for ridiculous 


reasons, meaningless ones.” 

“Such as?” 

“Suppose someone from the studio gave 
you a couple of hundred photographs to 
autograph for your fans. Instead of sit- 
ting right down to autograph them, you’d 
spend ten or fifteen minutes of your time 
counting them. If, by chance, one’s miss- 
ing, you'll think you’ve miscounted, then 
count them all over again. This time you 
count an extra one. So you go through 
the whole rigamarole again, and before 
you know it you’ve spent an hour count- 
ing pictures when you should have been 
signing them. It’s petty matters like this, 
Kim, that take up minutes here and 
minutes there of your time. Before you 
know it, these minutes add up to hours.” 

“You're so right,” Kim admitted slowly. 
“I let the littlest things bother me.” 

“You mustn’t. You have a few con- 
trols over your sensitivities, but not many. 
Another thing, when you're hurt, the 
whole world knows it. You can’t dis- 
guise it. In order to be the actress you 
are, you need sensitivity. But not to the 
extreme these sensitivities dominate your 
palm. 

“Take your reviews, for instance. If a 
big reviewer gives you a thumbs-down 
review, it doesn’t bother you as much as 
maybe the notice from a small town that 
you once visited on a personal appearance 
tour, a little town where you made a 
few friends. You'll think your new 
friends’ll hate you because of what the 
reviewer said about your acting. And you 
torture yourself over this.” 

Kim smiled. “I asked for a downbeat 
reading, and I’m getting it.” 

“Now, about your career,’ Stephanos 
continued, “You are blessed with one of 
the most beautiful Stars of Success I’ve 
ever seen. It’s overpowering.” 

“What does that mean?” 

“Your career will skyrocket and blaze 
in the heavens. The whole world will be 
at your feet.” 

“But all I want to be’s a housewife.” 

“Really? A housewife?” 

“Can you believe that? 
don’t,” Kim said. 

“You’re destined for success. 
success.” 

“But I can get married, too?” Kim per- 
sisted. 

“Well, you’ll never be able to run away 
from success. Look here, your success is 
protected in your Fate line with a dazzling 
shower of stars later on. Success follows 
you wherever you go, whatever you do.” 

“Will success rule out marriage?” 

“No, it doesn’t have to, necessarily. Oh, 
here’s something interesting. I see you 
had a short career before the Star of 
Success flashed into your life. But it 
was unimportant—and in another field 
altogether.” 

“IT. modeled for a while,” said Kim. 
“That’s how I got to Hollywood from Chi- 
cago. I was out there on a temporary 
assignment.” 

“And after this brief career, your 
mount of Apollo called you. Apollo is 
known in palmistry as the mount of the 
Sun or Success. It produces great artists 
and people who have a magnetic brilliance. 
You have a strong love for gaiety, color, 
beauty and travel. Apollo tells us you’re 
often the center of attraction. People 
treasure your friendship.” 

“Would you say I was a good friend?” 
she asked. 

“Yes. I say you are a better friend 
than lover. As a friend you aren’t afraid. 
You give fearlessly of yourself. But, back 
to Apollo. You have a crying need for 
self-expression. Apollo offers you the 


Most people 
Worldly 


opportunity to fulfill yourself with your P 


art. 
“Good!” 
“But here’s the trouble,” Stephanos 
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YOU HAVE AN AUDIENCE, TOO... 


Continued from page 47 


SITTING PRETTY 


“There is no one correct leg position 
for sitting,” explains Estelle Harman, 
leading coach and director of Holly- 
wood’s famous Actor’s Workshop. “But 
some patterns are more attractive than 
others.” Here, Fran Bennett (left) shows 
what not to do by wrapping legs around 
chair, while Jana Lund rests feet evenly 





“It’s perfectly all right to relax—as long 
as it’s done gracefully,” says Mrs. Har- 
man. Fran, portraying awkward girl, 
extends legs out in front of her, knees 
apart in ungainly position. Jana shows 
how legs may be stretched out just as 
comfortably but far more gracefully, with 
knees together, ankles neatly crossed 





Score five points for every “b” 
answer. 45 is perfect score. If he’d 
rate you with all “b’s”’: You've 
made a wonderful impression. If 
you scored 30: With just a little 


attention to the questions you 





score yourself for 


“HOW WOULD HE RATE YOU?” 
quiz on page 47 


flunked, you too can dazzle your 
audience. If less than 30: Helpful 
steps should be taken. But don’t 
brood; you’re not hopeless or you 
wouldn’t be reading this article. 
Just remember that audience! 








NEXT MONTH: WHAT EVERY GIRL SHOULD KNOW 


ABOUT GRACE 


“An actress before the cameras must 
seem to be unaware of how she enters a 
room, acknowledges introductions, holds 
her purse and gloves, balances a teacup,” 
Mrs. Harman points out. “Yet she must 
do these things beautifully.” These and 


AND GOOD MANNERS 


other situations calling for social poise 
will be acted out in rehearsal scenes at 
Actor’s Workshop. Your copy of Photo- 
play is your ticket of admission. 
Don’t miss the November issue! 
We'll see you then. 


Yvonne Craig stars in Disney’s “The 


Young Land.” 


You saw Fran Bennett in 


Warners’ “Giant,” and Jana Lund in Para- 


mount’s “Loving You.” 














frowned. “Saturn conflicts with Apollo. 
Saturn represents wisdom. A lot of 
things you do as an actress conflict with 
your wisdom. You know what I mean. 
Things like having to spend hours for 
costume fittings, having constantly to be 
on extra special behavior when you’re in 
public—particularly to offensive people. 
You question these things, wonder if 
they’re necessary. You have a native in- 
telligence, which doesn’t always jibe with 
many of the superficial things you're 
called upon to do as a film star. 

“But you need to develop more cour- 
age and patience. There’s a tendency to- 
ward belligerence .. . 

“You fly off the handle too easily. Lots 
of times you'll say things you'll regret. 
An extra moment of thought, and you’d 
realize you were wrong.” 

“Don’t I know it! My philosophy’s 
been ‘When things go wrong, it’s a waste 
of time to be calm.’ And I have paid 
for it in anguish! Every time I’ve sounded 
off to the papers they printed everything, 
but everything—and after I read what I’ve 
said I'd bite my lip and say ‘Darn! Why 
didn’t I think twice?’ ” 

Stephanos looked kindly at Kim. 
“You've got to exercise greater control. 
Now, here’s something interesting. Your 
Life line reveals a dual _ personality. 
When you were young, for instance, 
didn’t you have trouble making up your 
mind? Weren’t there two completely 
different personalities pulling at you, one 
telling you to do what the opposite you 
didn’t want to?” 

“This is incredible!” Kim flared. “How 
can you see that?” 

“By the wishbone in your Life line. 
See it here?” 

“Oh, it’s so true. I used to call my 
personalities Kim Number One and Kim 
Number Two. They could never agree. 
If Kim Number One wanted to visit a 
girlfriend, Kim Number Two wanted to be 
all by herself in her room, play-acting in 
front of the mirror.” 

“But now they’re beginning to merge,” 
said Stephanos. “You’re becoming one 
—strange as that sounds. You're begin- 
ning to subdue one of the personalities; 
the other one is now more important 
to you—the Kim that’s more outgoing, 
the actress Kim.” 

“It’s true. I think I know more of what 
I want. The lavender Kim’s emerging.” 

“In your early life, Kim, you had a devil 
of a time trying to work out the problem 
of independence. You wanted to be in- 
dependent and did everything in your 
power to achieve it. Then once having 
achieved this, you came to the conclusion 
that maybe you didn’t want it. Your char- 
acter, you’ve realized, is a dependent 
character. You like people . .. want to 
be with them .. . are anxious to please 
them ... wish to learn from them. In- 
teresting people give you great pleasure, 
and you depend on them for enjoyment 
and learning.” 

“Oh, I can’t believe you can tell all 
this from my palm.” 

“But I can. And Kim, if I were going 
to tell you one overall thing about your 
palm, what I consider to be the most im- 
portant thing—” 

oe tS a 

Stephanos’ eyes leveled with Kim’s, as 
he spoke slowly. “I'd say this: trust love. 
Don’t squander it. Don’t mistrust one 
love, then run to another, mistrust all over 
again and run off again. You have a fab- 
ulous capacity for love, and your mount 
of Venus shows this, but I don’t have to 
check Venus for that! Give yourself com- 


pletely to love, and you'll find real love 
agrees with you one hundred per cent. 
You'll never doubt it—from then on!” 
THE END 
BELL, BOOK AND CANDLE” 


Ion 6 
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“lM NOT JERRY 
LEE LEWIS”... 


Continued from page 30 


the inside of my jacket pocket. “Just 
checking,” he whispered hoarsely. “Jerry 
Lee Lewis might be hiding here. I can’t 
get away from him!” 

Returning to his chair, Jerry (no middle 
name) Lewis dropped the clown act and 
said to us seriously, “Look at this letter. 
Read the third paragraph.” 

It said: “We thought you were the 
greatest. We saw your movies and TV 
shows and bought all your records. We 
even did our bit to support the muscular 
dystrophy drive because you headed it. 
Why did you let us down? Why did you 
leave Patti and four boys? Why did you 
run off and marry your thirteen-year-old 
cousin? We’ve lost faith in you and every- 
thing you have to do with.” 

“Okay,” Jerry said, “one letter like that 
would be funny. Somebody joking—and 
I'd go along with the gag. But hundreds of 
them, that’s something else. Sure, I answer 
each letter personally. Patti’s helped, too. 
She adds a personal postscript to each one, 
saying: ‘I love Jerry; he loves me. We've 
been married fourteen years and expect 
to be together forever. You’re confusing 
him with another guy.’ And I give the 
facts to fans like Miss Reich who call me 
on the phone. But I repeat: How can I get 
through to the people who don’t phone, 
who don’t write, who just believe that I’m 
somebody else and are judging me by what 
that somebody else does?” 

Jerry reached into his wallet with one 
finger, wriggled it around and said, “Jerry 
Lee, are you there?” Then he pulled out 
a press clipping. “It’s not just the marriage 
story that’s causing the mix-up,” he said. 
“It’s things like this, too.” 

The headline, in big black type, said: 


“LEWIS BOOED IN LONDON.” The sub- | 


head read: “Singer Asked to Leave Coun- 
try; $100,000 in Bookings Canceled.” 

“Now, that appeared in the Los Angeles 
Times, practically my hometown paper,” 
Jerry explained. “The day the story came 
out, my phone never stopped ringing. 
‘Friends’ called me up to give sympathy, 
offer advice, get more dirt. Some of them 
actually sounded disappointed when they 
learned that I hadn’t been run out of 
England, that the story was about Jerry 
Lee.” 

From a briefcase he took another bunch 
of clippings. “This one has the lead: ‘Jerry 
Lewis found himself a new wife—before 
he got around to divorcing the old one.’ 
You can imagine how Patti felt when she 
read that. 

“This one had direct quotes from ‘me.’ 
Listen to what I’m supposed to have said: 
‘My wife is cute. She might look young 
and be young, but she’s grown. I was 
fifteen when I married the first time—too 
young. My wife was seventeen. That lasted 
a year. My second wife was seventeen, too. 
Lasted four years. This time I’ve found the 
right girl.’” 

Jerry snatched out another clipping. 
“Listen to this one: ‘Jerry Lewis, self- 
styled bigamist, and his child bride left 
London by plane yesterday after the 
British virtually gave them the jolly old 
heave-ho. At Lewis’ last London theater 
appearance, Monday night, a member of 
the audience yelled: “Go home, you baby- 
snatcher!” And he went.’” 

Shuffling the clippings together, Jerry 
started to stuff them back into his brief- 
case, then changed his mind and threw 
them into a wastepaper basket with a 
flourish. “The time for sitting and thinking 
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is over. It’s time for action, I say! 

“I’ve nothing against Jerry Lee Lewis 
personally. His. life is his own and he’s 
entitled to lead it just like he wants to— 
as long as he doesn’t hurt anybody else. 
But my family is being hurt by all this. 

“What I want to know: Is Jerry Lee 
Lewis really Jerry Lee Lewis? In other 
words, is that his right name? If he was 
born something else, and changed his 
name to Jerry Lee Lewis, I'll take legal 
action to make him use another name. If 
Jerry Lee Lewis turns out to be his right 
name, well . . . We'll cross that bridge 
when we come to it. 

“Let’s find out if Jerry Lee is in town. 
If he is, we'll go over and talk to him. 
But first,” Jerry said, “I got to go for my 
special trench coat.” 


7hile Jerry was out of the room, a 
couple of his pals talked about the 
“Jerry Lee Lewis business.” “I’ve 

never seen Jerry so upset,” one of them 
said. “That London story, for instance. Jer 
happened to be there a short time before 
Jerry Lee was, and he made the biggest hit 
of his career. And it’s not just that some 
fans are threatening to boycott his pictures 
and TV shows. That’s bad enough. But 
worse than this to him, much worse, is the 
fact that he’s so proud of his family and so 
much in love with his wife that when any- 
thing threatens this happiness, he almost 
flips.” 

Jerry came back into the room, wearing 
his trench coat. He picked up the phone, 
asked the hotel operator for a number, 
and waited. “Hi,” he said into the phone, 
“I'd like to talk to Jerry Lee Lewis... . 
Left town. When? . . . No, he couldn’t call 
me back—I’ll be leaving tomorrow for the 
Coast. Just tell him Mike Hammer called. 
Thanks. 

“It figures,” Jerry announced after he’d 
hung up. “Knew I was on his trail.” He 
took a magnifying glass out of his pocket 
and slunk over to a mirror. “We gotta have 
clues! Come clean—who’s Jerry Lee 
Lewis?” He addressed his own reflection 
grimly. “We gotta find out who he is to 
make sure who you are.” 

A long black car was waiting in front 
of the hotel. Jerry settled down in the 
back seat and hollered at the driver, an 
old friend who always chauffeurs him 
around when he’s in New York. 

“Who am I?” Jerry asked. 

“Come again, chief?” 

“You heard me, Joe. Who am I?” 

The driver swiveled around with a grin. 
“You're Mister Lewis.” 

“See,” said Jerry, “he’s playing it close. 
He’s not sure. Not Jerry Lewis. Not Jerry 
Lee Lewis. Just Mister Lewis. Clever. 
But I'll fix him. Before the day is over, 
he'll talk. But what'll I do if he finally 
says, ‘You're Jerry Lee Lewis’? I'll be 
through!” 

The car pulled up in front of a big lug- 
gage store and Jerry got out to buy a 
traveling bag and picture frames. When 
he asked the already flustered salesclerk 
to charge them and deliver them to his 
hotel, he added: “Got it straight? The 
name is Jerry Lewis. Plain old Jerry Lewis. 
No middle name. No Lee. Is that clear?” 

In complete bewilderment, the sales- 
woman just nodded. “See, she’s confused,” 
Jerry whispered to me. “Trying to cover 
up for Jerry Lee. He’s paid her off.” 

He stopped the manager and asked him 
whether he carried any Sherlock Holmes 
hats. “I’m sorry, Mister Lewis,” the man- 
ager answered, “we don’t carry hats.” 

Jerry walked towards the door and 
stopped in front of a female dummy. “Did 
you catch that, Babe?” he asked the man- 
nequin, talking out of the side of his 
mouth. “‘Mister Lewis’ again. They don’t 
think I'm Jerry Lewis. They think I'm 


Jerry Lee. So they’re playing it cool. Keep 
your eyes open, Babe, and report every- 
thing to me. And if they give you the third 
degree, don’t talk. Dummy up.” 

Across the aisle, he addressed a male 
dummy. “Hello, Bruce, what’s new? Look, 
keep an eye on Babe. I don’t trust her. 
Think she’s sold out to Jerry Lee. And 
that manager. Watch him. He’s destroyed 
all the Sherlock Holmes hats in the city. 
He’s part of the plot. They’re all part of 
the plot.” 


pe in the car, Jerry slumped in the 
seat and was quiet. Crosstown traffic 

was heavy. Suddenly Jerry started 
talking again, but he was still slumped 
down in his seat and it was as if he were 
speaking to himself. “You know I really 
have nothing against this guy, this Jerry 
Lee Lewis. All I know about him is what 
I’ve read in the papers, or learned from 
fans who confuse him with me. I’ve never 
heard his records, never seen him perform, 
never met him. It’s just that my life’s 
so different from his. Not better—I'd 
never say that, just different. 

“Take the way Jerry Lee proposed to 
his cousin. According to the papers, he was 
driving Myra to Memphis to see a picture 
he’d made. Suddenly he said, ‘Let’s get 
married,’ and she answered, ‘Let’s go.’ 
Quick. Just like that. 

“Well, that got me to thinking about 
how I courted Patti. She was a singer in 
Jimmy Dorsey’s band and I was a young 
comic. In Detroit we played on the same 
bill and that’s where we met. We met 
again after that in New Haven, Boston and 
New York. We went out together and had 
fun. I was crazy in love with her. But I 
didn’t have the nerve to ask her to marry 
me. Onstage, nothing bothered me. Off- 
stage, I was loud and brash—except when 
I was with Patti. Then I was like jelly. 

“So one day I went to a kids’ store and 
bought a tiny pair of baby shoes. While 
Patti was onstage, I sneaked into her 
dressing room, hung the shoes on the 
mirror, and wrote on it with lipstick, 
‘WHAT DO YOU SAY WE GET MAR- 
RIED AND FILL THESE?’ And then it 
was time for me to do my number. 

“In the middle of my routine I suddenly 
realized I had forgotten to sign my name 
to the message I had written on her mirror. 
What if she didn’t know I wrote it? I'd 
never have the nerve to ask her again, 
either out loud or in writing. So I stumbled 
through my act and sneaked back to my 
dressing room. I just sat there a while in 
the dark, feeling the world had come to an 
end. 

“Finally I got up to take off my costume. 
I switched on the light and turned to the 
mirror. There, in big letters, was written, 
‘WHAT TOOK YOU SO LONG? PATTI.’ 

“Now we've been married for fourteen 
years and we've filled four pairs of baby 
shoes!” 

Jerry sat up straight and crowed at 
the driver, “Listen to me—the comedian 
trying to play Hamlet. Or worse yet, 
Romeo. 

“Joe,” he said. “I want to stop at Tif- 
fany’s.” 


— New York’s swankiest jewelry 
store, Jerry headed for a showcase filled 

with religious medallions. He selected 
two golden St. Anthony medals and asked 
the salesman to wrap them in separate 
boxes. “St. Anthony is Patti’s patron 
saint,” he explained to us. “I want them 
put in different boxes so we'll have the 
fun of opening our individual packages 
together.” 

“What’s the occasion, Jerry?” we asked. 

“Nothing special,” he answered quietly. 
“T just love her.” 

Just then someone who looked like a 








store manager is supposed to look came 
rushing over, with two assistants. “You 
can’t do that, Mr. Lewis!” 

“Part of the Jerry Lee mob,” Jerry 
whispered. Then, to the manager, “What 
can’t I do?” 

“Take pictures in Tiffany’s,” he replied, 
pointing to Photoplay’s photographer, who 
had his camera aimed at Jerry. 

“Okay,” said Jerry, “so Jerry Lee wants 
to play rough, huh? Tell him I'll get him 
for this.” 

“What?” asked the manager. 

“What?” echoed his assistants. 

But Jerry Lewis was on his way out the 
door. 

Outside the bank on the opposite corner, 
Jerry loitered, watched the crowd hurrying 
past. “Any one of those people may be 
Jerry Lee in disguise. Maybe the manager 
at Tiffany’s is really Jerry Lee. Maybe 
Joe’s Jerry Lee. Maybe I’m Jerry Lee.” 
He rapped on the night-deposit box and 
snarled, “I know you're in there. Come on 
out or I'll come in after you. Or if the two 
of us won’t fit, I'll hold up the bank to 
smoke you out.” 

He walked across the street to the car. 
“Step on it. I’m going it alone—to the 
club.” 

On the way to the Café de Paris, where 
he was to do two special shows that night, 
Jerry dropped into a Western Union office 
to send a wire. He signed it “The original 
Jerry Lewis (not doing business under 
any other name).” 

Then he came to a record store. “Let’s 
go in,” he said. “What’s your latest record 
by Jerry Lee Lewis?” he asked the clerk. 

“ Dormi, Dormi’” was the answer. And 
out came the waxing of the lullaby from 
“Rock-a-Bye Baby,” Jerry Lewis’ latest 
movie. 

“Ah-hah!” Jerry chortled. “The tide is 
beginning to turn. Now they’re blaming 
Jerry Lee for the things I’ve done. I can 
see it now, Jerry Lee being bombarded 
with letters from his fans, all asking: ‘How 
could you jilt your  thirteen-year-old 
cousin and run off with the mother of four 
children?’ Let him try to explain!” 

“Here’s another one, sir.” The clerk gave 
Jerry a copy of Jerry Lee Lewis’ record- 
ing of the theme song of “High School 
Confidential!” 

“Well, this isn’t mine. Now we're getting 
somewhere.” Jerry took the record into 
one of the little booths, put it on the 
player and closed the door. Through the 
glass he could be seen listening. Abruptly, 
he came bursting out. “I’ve heard that be- 
fore! At home. Hundreds of times until I 
thought I was going out of my mind. Gary 
plays it. He loves rock ’n’ roll. I never 
knew who was singing it. But now I know. 
Gary, my own son, he’s gone over to the 
enemy! He’s a Jerry Lee Lewis fan! 

“Who did I sound like before when I was 
talking about Patti in the car? Hamlet? 
Romeo? Well, call me King Lear! My own 
child, Gary, my firstborn, has betrayed 
me. Curses!” 

“How, did you like the record?” the 
clerk asked. 

“The guy’s good,” Jerry said. “Sings 
loud, good beat, really belts it out. What? 
What am I saying? Don’t listen to me. I’m 
not myself. Who am I?” 

On the street, Jerry took a look at his 
watch and hailed a cab. “Café de Paris,” 
he said to the driver, “and fast. I’m late.” 

“Going to pick up your money, Jerry?” 
the cab driver asked. 

“What did you say?” Jerry found the 
man’s name on the identification card that 
faces the passengers. “What did you say, 
Sam?” 

“Just inquired whether you’re on your 
way to pick up your money,” the driver 
replied. 

“What money, Sam?” 








‘The money you got for performing at 
the Café de Paris, Jerry.” 

“But I haven’t performed there yet,” 
Jerry said, “and I’m not getting paid. I’m 
doing two shows tonight for free as a favor 
to my old friend Lou Walters. It’s his 
place. He had a heart attack.” 

“Don’t kid me. I know you were there a 
coupla weeks ago. Me and the missus 
always read the columns.” 

“Stop! Cease. Desist,” Jerry interrupted. 
“I'm Jerry Lewis. You’re talking about 
Jerry Lee Lewis.” 

The cab stopped at the Café de Paris 
and Jerry got out. “See what I mean?” 


hat night we met Jerry in the hall of 

his club and went with him to his 

dressing room. “Haven’t had time to get 
my stuff in here before this,” he said, 
turning on the lights. “I’ve been busy ... 
Yow! He’s here. He’s here!” 

There, against the wall, was a life-size 
cardboard cut-out figure of Jerry Lee 
Lewis. “Get him out of here. I’m sur- 
rounded by assassins.” 

Jerry Lee, left over from two weeks be- 
fore, was removed. Then Jerry went out 
to face the audience of more than a thou- 
sand who had crowded into the first show. 
His opening line was: “My name is Jerry 
Lewis; I have no middle name; I’m married 
to an adult.” It was the same thing he 
had said that morning to the president of 
the Brooklyn Jerry Lewis Fan Club. But 
this time the line got a laugh. 

After the show, a girl approached our 
table with her father. She was obviously 
out later than she should be; her dad 
apologetically muttered something about 
“celebrating her graduation from junior 
high school.” But she was focusing all her 
attention on Jerry. 

“Oh, Mr. Lewis,” she said. “Would you 
sign an autograph for me? Here. On the 
menu. Just say, ‘With love to Claire 
Williams.’ Gee! Thanks. I’m crazy about 
your records—‘Crazy Arms!’ ‘High School 
Rock’ and all the rest. You’re the most!” 

“__Wait!” yelled Jerry. But she was gone. 

With a despairing look, he drummed his 
fingers on the back of the chair. “Well,” he 
finally said, “I hope she reads the October 
issue of Photoplay.” 

“I hope so, too,” I answered, and got 
up to leave, telling him we’d keep after it. 

Here then, Jerry Lewis, is my report. 
Here’s the ending to our story: 

In Ferriday, Louisiana, I talked to Jerry 
Lee’s mother, Mary Ethel Herron Lewis, 
who told me that Jerry Lee had been born 
in Ferriday on September 30, 1935. “Jerry 
Lee Lewis is the name we gave him on his 
birth certificate,” she answered me. “I gave 
him the name Jerry, and his pa, Elmo, 
gave him the name Lee. I named him 
Jerry after a silent-picture movie star— 
I can’t remember his last name now—who 
I was crazy about before I married Elmo. 
Elmo named him Lee after Jerry’s uncle, 
Lee Calhoun, the richest man in Ferriday.” 

That was that, or was it? You had 
wanted to see Jerry Lee in person. That 
was the next step. I had to see Jerry Lee 
himself. In Memphis, I tracked him down. 
Jer, you would have been proud of me. 
But you wouldn’t have liked what Jerry 
Lee had to say. “I went by the name Jerry 
Lewis until I started making records,” he 
said. “Then, to avoid confusion with that 
other Jerry Lewis, I started using my 
middle name, Lee. Man, I certainly don’t 
want people to mix me up with that cat!” 

Where now? To New Orleans, of course, 
where all Louisiana births are on file. And 
there I’ve found it—the answer for Photo- 
play and you. Jerry Lee Lewis is Jerry 
Lee Lewis. There’s no fooling the govern- 
ment, Jer. There in black and white! 
“Name ... JERRY LEE LEWIS.” 

—JIM HOFFMAN. 
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“PLEASE DON’T 
FORGET ME...” 


Continued from page 41 


the tall, gently swaying willow trees, shim- 
mering in the gold of the late afternoon 
setting sun. 

Goodbye... 

For him, there had been many partings, 
many goodbyes. Goodbyes to his family, 
when he went away on business. Goodbyes 
to the fans and friends he met on tour. 
Goodbyes to his movie co-workers. 

But this was different .. . 


’ve got to snap out of it,” he told himself. 
I’m not going to let it get me down.” 
Quickly, he turned and walked into the 

house. Just time for a snack and a little 
rest. The folks at Paramount had kindly 
arranged to have a print of “King Creole” 
sent to Memphis for a private showing 
that evening for him and his family and 
friends. He mustn’t keep anybody waiting. 

He went to the kitchen and fixed a 
sandwich—his favorite peanut butter and 
banana. But after one bite, he put it 
down. Funny, but he just didn’t feel like 
eating. 

He went to his room. Carefully, he hung 
up his garrison cap, his sharply-tailored 
Army jacket. Then he sank heavily on the 
bed, his hands clasped behind his head, 
gazing at the ceiling. But not seeing it. 

Again, he saw the faces outside the 
gates. And all the other faces, so many of 
them... 

A little girl in Dallas, so tiny she was 
able to squeeze through the police lines 
and tug at his sleeve. “Here,” she said, 
holding up a tattered teddy bear with both 
its button eyes missing. 

“Want me to put my name on him?” 
he had asked. 

“No,” she had said. “He’s my favorite, 
but I want you to have him now.” 

He just had time to bend down and kiss 
her before the crowd swallowed her up. 
. .. And the two teenage girls who had 
hung around for days when he was work- 
ing on “Loving You.” When he finally got 
a few minutes’ break and went over to 
meet them, they blushed right to the tips 
of their ears and got so flustered they could 
hardly speak. But they handed him a 
beautiful scrap book they had made—it was 
still right there on his bookshelf—and he’d 
never forget the look on their faces when 
they gave it to him. 

The bunch of fellows who’d stopped him 
one night when he was coming out of the 
RCA building in New York. At first, he 
thought it meant trouble. Another gang 
of hecklers, looking for a fight. Then one 
of the boys held out his hand. “We just 
want you to know,” he said, “that all the 
fellows aren’t down on you. We think 
you're getting a rough deal.” 

The old lady who gave him a Bible, and 
told how she’s prayed for him .. . 

How could he say goodbye to them? 
And all the folks who had been so good to 
him. This room. This house. He owed it all, 
everything he was, everything he would 
ever be, to them. 

He jumped up—he never could lie still 
for very long—and sat on the edge of the 
bed, holding his head in his hands. He 
had to think of something, to find a way, 
somehow, to tell them. 

He got up and went over to his desk. Be- 
side it were several large cartons, filled 
with stacks upon stacks of letters. He 
picked them up and looked at the post- 
marks. Illinois ... London... Iowa... 
California . . . Tokyo . . . And this was 
‘4 just a part of them. He’d read as many as 


he could. But he couldn’t begin to answer 
them. He sighed deeply, and searched 
through the drawers for a sheet of writing 
paper. Maybe, if he could write one letter 
that could, somehow, reach them all, it 
could be done. 

He picked up his pen and wrote “Dear 
Friends—” Then he stopped, and laughed. 
“Gosh,” he thought, “come to think of it, 
I’ve never written a real letter in my life! 
Not even to my Mom and Dad—I always 
phone them. How do you start? What do 
you say?” 

He chewed the end of his pen, and 
looked out the window, where the hills 
around Memphis were already like black 
shadows against the fading, darkening sky. 

Memphis. His home town. Right here, 
there were so many people he’d like to 
write this letter to. Miss Scrivener, his 
home-room teacher at Hume High, who’d 
encouraged him with his singing. He re- 
membered so clearly—it seemed like yes- 
terday—the time they had the Variety 
Show, and she said the one who got the 
most applause could have an encore. The 
sound of the clapping when he came off 
the stage, and Miss Scrivener saying, “All 
right, Elvis—take your encore.” The way 
he had just stood there, unbelieving, say- 
ing, “Oh, Miss Scrivener, do they really 
like me?” 

. . . Sam Phillips. The day he’d walked 
into Sun Record Company, in his working 
clothes after a day of truck driving for 
Crown Electric. They’d thought at first he 
was looking for a handout. He just wanted 
to see how he’d sound on a record, and 
maybe give it to his mother for a present. 
But Sam didn’t laugh at him. He listened. 
And, for months after, worked with him to 
get just the right sound. 

. . . Dewey Phillips, the disc jockey at 
WHBQ, who played his first record, “That’s 
All Right.” He’d been so nervous he 
couldn’t listen, and went to a-movie. And 
in the middle of it, his Mom had come 
and told him, “Elvis, they want you down 
at the station right away!” 

. . . Bob Neal, who put him on his first 
big program at Overton Park. That was in 
August, 1954, and it was plenty hot, but he 
got out there on the stage and sang his 
heart out. He stumbled off afterwards, 
dazed and shaking, hardly hearing the 
shouts and applause. When his head 
cleared, he saw Bob there, beaming, and 
Bob’s wife Helen, telling him, “This isn’t 
just another singer. This boy’s different!” 

Colonel Tom Parker, who took over as 
his manager when Bob and Helen decided 
that, with their family of five boys, they 
didn’t want a life that would take them 
away from Memphis. Colonel Tom, who 
through the hectic years that followed 
had kept a shrewd eye and a firm hand at 
the helm of his career, and now, when the 
Army had whisked him off to another 
career, still looked after his affairs, ex- 
plaining, “It’s the least I can do.. .” 


A's now, in a few more days, he’d be 
leaving Memphis. Leaving his friends 

here—and all his friends everywhere. 
He’d go back to Fort Hood for advanced 
armor training, then, no doubt, be shipped 
right out to Germany in a packet replace- 
ment for the Third Armored Division of 
the Seventh Army. 

He looked at the blank sheet of paper 
before him, then scribbled a few doodles 
on the blotter beneath it. If only he could 
put it into words . . . he’d like to make 
everybody understand how he felt about 
it. “I guess,” he thought, “unless you’ve 
been in the Army, it’s hard to understand.” 

Sure, he hated to leave Memphis. Sure, 
he hated to give up the wonderful life 
he’d had—the fun, the work, the fans. But 
it wasn’t the way they thought. 

It was a different life, a whole new 





world. Not worse. Just different. Sure, 
basic training had been tough. He grinned 
wryly when he thought about it—ninety 
hours of weapon study, fifty-two hours of 
work in the field, studying close combat 
and day and night problems. Guard duty, 
map reading, first aid, military courtesy, 
intelligence, landmine warfare, and more. 

He’d dropped twelve pounds—he was 
down to 172—but that didn’t faze him. 
The only thing that really got him was 
the snakes. Those Texas snakes! Man, 
they were swarming all over. 

One night, one of his buddies found one 
in his tent. The next night—Elvis laughed 
out loud when he remembered it—he’d 
dreamed there was a snake in his tent, 
screamed in his sleep—and woke up the 
whole company! 

“But I can’t write about snakes. Who’d 
care?” Elvis thought, frowning at the paper 
thoughtfully. “Gee, there’s so much Id 
like to tell them, if I could put it into 
words,” he said again. 

Like how it was, when he first came to 
Fort Hood. He knew that some of the fel- 
lows thought he’d try to be a privileged 
character. 

The first day his name came up on the 
KP roster, they were looking at him when 
he read it. Waiting to see what he’d do. 

“Ow!” he groaned—as the others had be- 
fore him. But the fellows didn’t laugh. No- 
body said a word. 

He didn’t say anything either. He went 
on KP, washing pots and pans, swabbing 
dining room floors with the rest. He went 
on guard duty. He dug ditches. And as 
soon as the fellows saw he wasn’t going 
to ask for any special favors, everything 
went okay. They couldn’t have been nicer. 
They didn’t make one smart remark, or 
throw an insult all during training. 

Oh, they kidded him a lot, you had to 
expect it. Especially when he got in the 
pay line—everybody howled. But that 
money meant the same thing to him as it 
did to them—he was trying to get along 
on it. He didn’t have much use for money 
anyway—it was a long time between 
leaves, and what could you spend it on? 

Suddenly, he gripped his pen firmly. 
There was one thing he’d like to get 
straightened out. “That story about me 
having my Cadillacs on the post,” he 
thought, his mouth set in a grim line. 
“What bunk! I only have one car—the 
white Lincoln Continental—and I keep it 
off the post—I don’t get any privileges with 
it the others don’t have!” 

Then he sighed, helplessly. He could ex- 
plain from here to doomsday, and it 
wouldn’t do any good. It would be like 
always— if he tried to squelch every un- 
fair story circulated about him, he thought 
wearily, “I'd have to write an encyclo- 
pedia!” 

Slowly, he put his pen down. Trying to 
tell how it really was in the Army—it was 
tough. Maybe impossible. There was so 
much, so many memories. 

Tumbling out of bed at five in the 
morning, when the soldier on duty came 
to turn on the lights and yell, “Everybody 
up!” Hustling around, still sleepy and 
grumbling, like the others, trying to get 
washed and dressed, have his bed made 
and his bunk area neat in time to fall out 
for roll call. That had been rough at first, 
but he soon got used to it. He didn’t sleep 
more—just at different times. Now, he got 
drowsy at midnight, when he used to be 
able to go all night. 

Then, the mad rush to the mess hall. He’d 
hit that chow line like it was the best 
table at Romanoff’s! Sure, he’d eaten 
things he never liked before, and some 
things he didn’t even know what they were 
—but it was good, healthy food—a lot bet- 
ter than he expected. Anyway, after a 
hard day’s basic training, you could eat 
a rattlesnake! 


























Rushing back to the barracks, along with 
the others, to stuff some candy bars inside 
his shirt. Regulations in basic said “no 
snack breaks,” but they’d soon found out 
the way to get around it. 

First practice on the firing range—feel- 
ing jumpy, and so afraid he wouldn’t pass. 
The feeling of relief when Sergeant Coley 
told him he’d made it. 

Crawling under wire, with live ammu- 
nition flying overhead. That was the one 
time he was really scared stiff! 

The day, after six weeks, when they 
were told they could sew the famous “Hell 
on Wheels” insignia on their uniforms. 
That was the one given to the outfit for 
its heroic deeds under General George 
Patton in World War II. “Elvis, you look 
like you’d just been handed a million 
bucks,” one of his buddies kidded. And 
he knew what he meant. He really did feel 
that way. 


he rare time off, when they could go to 
the snack bar, or the movie near their 
barracks. To them it seemed better than 
an opening night at a Broadway musical. 

Driving an M-48 tank—what a thrill! It 
wasn’t too different from his Caddies—they 
were made by the same company, General 
Motors. But put one of those babies in low 
gear, and it could plow right through his 
house! 

Playing football. Back in high school, 
he’d given it up because his mother wor- 
ried too much that he’d get hurt. Later, 
he’d never had time. It was such a kick— 
and when one of the boys, after a particu- 
larly rough scrimmage, yelled, “Hey! This 
guy’s no softie,” he felt like he’d been 
decorated. 

The nights in the barracks, sitting 
around on foot lockers, cleaning shoes and 
rifles and chewing the fat. They’d talked 
about the big topic in any basic training 


center—where they’d be sent, and what 
they’d do. 

“They oughta pull you out of tank train- 
ing and put you in Special Services,” one 
buddy said. 

“Sure, I’d like to sing,” he admitted. “But 
I’m not going to ask for it. I'm not going 
to ask for any favors.” 

“You gonna make the Army your ca- 
reer?” one fellow kidded. 

“Well,” he’d answered, “it’s gonna be my 
career as long as I’m in it!” 

At ten, the lights went out, and the talk 
died down. Then, always, somebody would 
ask him to sing. And he did—whatever 
they asked for. 

Sometimes, it was a rock ’n’ roll number. 
When you were far away from home, it 
cheered you up. 

Lots of times, it was a love song... 
Guess that was what any soldier missed 
the most. Girls. When he finally got passes, 
he’d dated Texas girls—a few—and they 
were really something. Real pretty. But 
then, you could find pretty girls anywhere. 
There were plenty right here in Memphis. 

Girls. Yeah, they dreamed a lot about 
girls. Talked a lot about them, too. 

“What about Anita Wood?” they’d ask. 
“You stuck on her, El? You really gonna 
marry her?” 

“Aw, come off it,” he’d say. “Sure, I like 
her a lot. But I got no plans for engage- 
ment or marriage. I don’t think she has 
either. I got too much at stake and she 
has, too. I know the newspapers had us 
engaged, married, and everything else, but 
honestly, it just looked that way!” 

“That’s right,” one of his buddies chimed 
in. “Anita only came down to spend three 
days with El. But she got to be friends 
with my wife, and when we went on 
field training, my wife invited Anita to 
stay with her. And that’s all.” 

“What about when we get to Germany? 
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You gonna date those frauleins, El?” a 
young recruit asked. 

“Dunno,” he said. “They tell me that’s 
the first thing a soldier does—scout around 
and see what the local girls are like.” 

The barracks were quiet, then, until the 
voice piped up again: “D’you think we’re 
goin’ to like it, El?” 

“How can you tell?” he answered. 

Soon, they were quiet, dreaming their 
separate dreams. 

But he had one dream they couldn’t 
share. They couldn’t know how it was. 
The faces he’d left behind. All the won- 
derful faces he’d seen these past few 
years that told him, a $35-a-week truck 
driver, a lonely only child who’d never 
had many close friends: We like you. We 
want you. 

Would that dream last? His RCA con- 
tract, at $1000 a week, would go right on. 
He’d be able to make records on leave. 
The advance reviews on “King Creole” 
had surpassed his wildest hopes—they said 
he was an actor! This was important—he 
didn’t want to go on being just an oddity. 
His career wasn’t suffering. 

No, it wasn’t that. It was not seeing 
those faces for such a long time. That was 
what hurt. His fans never knew what they 
really meant to him. 


eady, Elvis?” His mother’s voice sud- 
denly broke his thoughts. 
“Coming, Mom,” he called back. 

He took one more look at the blank sheet 
of paper on the desk. Then, quickly, he 
wrote one sentence across it. “It’s all I 
really want to say,” he thought. 

He dressed quickly, and for once didn’t 
bound out of the room. He turned around 
and gave it a last long look. On his desk 
he left behind this last message to his 
fans, which we publish here: “Please don’t 
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SECRETARY AND 
THE BACHELOR 


Continued from page 55 


Sandy Ullman, secretary, to him. I picked 
up my shorthand book and pencil and tried 
to hide my disappointment. But I didn’t 
have to bother. Leslie wasn’t watching me. 
He had gone over to the window where 
he hesitated for a moment. And then he 
began, “Dear Miss Ullman:” Automati- 
cally, I took his words down on the pad. 
“Will you marry me?” he dictated and as 
I was scribbling this sentence, I did the 
biggest double-take ever. The pencil and 
pad dropped from my fingers and I stared 
up at him. He was trying to keep a straight 
face but he couldn’t hide the happiness in 
his eyes—any more than I could keep 
the answer to his question out of mine. 
But just to make it official, I sat down 
at the typewriter and wrote, “Dear Mr. 
Nielsen: Your generous offer of June 29th 
is accepted with gratitude. Yours very 
sincerely, Sandy Ullman.” I handed it to 
Leslie. We both started to laugh and sud- 
denly the rain stopped, the sun came out 
and everything seemed bright, shining 
and wonderful. No fortune teller predicted 
that we would fall in love but I do think 
there was something a little fateful about 
our romance—Kismet, as they say in Tur- 
key. If it hadn’t been for a question and 
answer game with my boss, producer 
Richard Brooks and my MG suddenly 
developing lung trouble, well, I hesitate to 
think what I would have missed. But 
maybe I should begin at the beginning. 


eslie says he saw me in the studio 

commissary the very first day he was 

at M-G-M. Being new to Hollywood 
(he had come from dozens of starring 
roles in New York TV), he took it for 
granted I was a starlet! But it was to be 
eight months before we met. 

One day I received a memo about the 
signing of a Leslie Nielsen. I decided she 
was probably a new foreign import. This 
was fairly sensible guessing since I knew 
the studio already had another foreign- 
born Leslie under contract—Leslie Caron. 
That I couldn’t have been wronger is an 
understatement! 

So, things went on normally until one 
day late in 1955 Mr. Brooks came in rav- 
ing about a young contract player he’d 
seen in a privately-screened movie the 





night before. “Very good looking,” he said. 
“Very fine actor.” Only the name had 
slipped his mind. 

We played “twenty questions” trying 
to figure it out: 

“He’s six feet two,” Mr. Brooks said. 

“Marshall Thompson?” I suggested. 

“No, he has light brownish hair and 
blue eyes.” 

“Dean Jones?” 

“No.” 

And so it went, with neither of us 
getting anywhere. Finally Mr. Brooks had 
to leave to direct a test for “Ben Hur.” 

I dug into a pile of work only to be 
interrupted by a phone call about fifteen 
minutes later from Mr. Brooks. 

“Sandy,” he said excitedly, “that actor I 
was talking about this morning. He’s here 
now on the set. He’s the one who’s been 
picked to do the test with Bill Travers. 
Name’s Nielsen—Leslie Nielsen. Come on 
down. I'd like you to meet him.” 

I came, I saw and I was kind of im- 
pressed. Not bad looking, I thought, maybe 
even attractive. As for his performance— 
it was very good. Afterward, he, Mr. 
Brooks and I had a cup of coffee together. 
On the way back to the office, Mr. Brooks 
was chuckling to himself. 

“What’s funny?” I asked. 

“IT don’t know if you noticed it but it 
was certainly obvious to me.” 

“What?” 

“That Nielsen boy. He likes you.” 

“Oh, how can you tell so quickly?” 

“Just you wait and see.” he answered, 
still chuckling. 


eslie came into the office a few days 

later to see Mr. Brooks. “He’s gone 

for the day,” I said “and I’m going to 
the garage to pick up my car. It’s a 
chronically sick MG and yesterday it 
really came down with an ailment.” One 
word led to another and before I quite 
realized what was happening, we were 
talking away like old friends. 

Then Leslie looked at his watch. “Think 
I'd better drive you to the garage before 
it closes?” he asked. I accepted gratefully 
and we left. 

On the way, Leslie asked if I would like 
to have dinner with him sometime. I said 
“Yes.” 

“Well then,” 
tonight?” 

My heart did a small flip-flop. But all I 
said was “Fine.” 

We ate in a little gypsy restaurant. 
There was candlelight and soft violins and 
Leslie and I talked about everything but 


he smiled. “how about 
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movies. Somehow, it was so easy to talk. 

“I was born in Saskatchewan, Canada,” 
Leslie began. “I was eight before I could 
pronounce it.” 

“I come from Philadelphia,” I said. 
“Almost as long but not quite as hard to 
pronounce. I bet you grew up on stories 
about the mounted police.” 

Leslie laughed. “Ill have you know my 
father was a mounted policeman.” 

How wonderful, I thought and asked 
him, “Is it true they always get their man?” 

“Not always.” He poured some red 
wine into our glasses. “But almost. How 
about your family?” 

“Oh, Dad was in the book publishing 
business. He was always tracking down 
authors. But what I’m anxious to know 
is, what made you decide to become an 
actor—instead of being a Mountie, like 
your father?” 

He drank his wine and looked thought- 
ful. “I went through a dozen ideas before 
I got to that one. As a kid I did want to 
be a Mountie but then in high school I 
got interested in math and science and 
decided engineering was for me.” He put 
his glass down and rubbed his chin with 
his hand. “I guess it was a summer job at 
a radio station that decided me on acting. 
I just had to see what I could do with it.” 

“You’re really a very good actor,” I 
said and meant it. “Mr. Brooks thinks you 
have a great future.” 

“Thanks,” he said and then grew 
thoughtful. “I don’t mind telling you, 
there were long periods when I doubted 
I'd ever make it. I tried Hollywood once 
before and got nowhere. But I didn’t 
want to give up, so I went to New York 
and tried TV. That’s where I was dis- 
covered, and it looks like this time it 
may work out.” 

The candle on our table flickered, soft 
music was playing in the background, 
and just then a violinist came to our table. 

“T guess that’s my cue,” laughed Leslie. 
“Want to dance?” 

Leslie was so light on his feet that I 
forgot about everything and felt as if we 
were drifting off into a dream. “Believe 
in hypnotism?” he whispered into my ear. 
I don’t remember what I answered then 
but I know he must have hypnotized me 
because from that moment on I never 
wanted to dance with anyone else or 
date anyone else. 

There was no particular moment when 
we knew we were in love. With love you 
fall into it a little more all the time. And 
that’s what’s so wonderful about it—there’s 
no beginning, no end. Of course Leslie 
says he had no choice in the matter, that 
our love was written in the stars. And he’s 
not just romanticizing—he’s telling the 
truth. 

Three days after our first date I met a 
friend on the way to the commissary at 
lunch time 

“How’s everything, Sandy?” 

“Fine right now,” I laughed. 

“Say, when are you going to let me do 
your horoscope?” He opened the commis- 
sary door for me. “Don’t you think it’s 
about time to find out what the stars 
have in store?” 

Then it came to me that I was very 
interested in what the future held. It 
would be fun to have it foretold. “How 
about now?” I said. 

“Give me your exact birthday and I'll 
give it to you tomorrow. OK?” 

The next morning just as I was pour- 
ing myself a quick cup of black coffee 
before leaving for M-G-M, the phone rang. 
It was my horoscope friend. He sounded 
excited. “Sandy, you won’t believe this but 
I did two horoscopes last night—yours and 
that of another friend of mine. It’s amaz- 
ing, but as I was doing this actor’s chart, 
it just fit perfectly with yours. There’s 


no doubt about it—you and Leslie Nielsen 
are soul-mates. I'll have to introduce you 
two!” I had to hold back a giggle but I 
didn’t say a word to spoil the pleasure he 
was going to have “introducing” us. 

Two days later Leslie and I were having 
a chicken salad lunch in his apartment 
when our friend walked in. He took one 
look at us together and practically fell 
over. When he recovered, he shouted at 
me, “Sandy, what are you doing here?” 

“Sorry pal,” Leslie answered, “but I’m 
afraid we beat the stars to it.” 

He still hasn’t forgiven us for meeting 
without the help of the horoscope. 

Some of my friends ask me if I don’t 
think that long courtships are dull and 
unnecessary. My answer is a big, fat 
“NO!” Maybe the ideal conception of ro- 
mance is to meet a man, be swept off your 
feet and carried off to the altar in a matter 
of hours. But that’s just for story-book 
characters, as far as I’m concerned. I’ve 
seen too much heartbreak as a result of 
impulsive marriages. Two out of three of 
my college chums who succumbed to ideal- 
ized romance are now getting divorces. 

Both Leslie and I have had experience 
with divorce—he personally, and I through 
my parents. They were divorced and then 
subsequently remarried each other. But 
still I felt the upheaval that goes with the 
breakup of a marriage. When Leslie and 
I met, neither of us was in the frame of 
mind to rush into anything. Long court- 
ships don’t have to be dull. Ours has been 
two years of perfect moments and the 
basis of a lifetime together. 

No wonder I love him. He sends me 
flowers for no special reason except that 
he feels like it. He buys me little stuffed 
animals and sends me odd trinkets he 
thinks I’d like. The latest little gift is a 
hand-carved wooden egg cup which he 
brought me from Canada. It’s hand-painted 











and looks like me, sort of. The face has 
black eyes and wisps of black hair that 
curls like mine. And it comes equipped 
with a blue felt cap that fits down over 
the egg. He brought it all the way from 
Canada and proudly told of the little old 
Canadian women who'd carved it by hand. 
Then I turned it over and saw the words 
“Made in Italy” stamped on the back. We 
both roared. He had just wanted me to 
think it was authentic Canadian and I 
loved him for it. 


love to kid him about having low-brow 

tastes such as when I want to see a 

“sood” picture and all he wants to see 
is “The She Monsters” or something like 
that. “But honey,” he'll say, “we have a 
lot of things in common. Don’t we both 
think you’re the most wonderful cook in 
the world?” 

I do love cooking. Since Leslie likes to 
invite hordes of friends over, I’ve become 
an expert at “stretch-type” dishes—stews 
and things like that. 

We love games. Used to have a mad 
passion for Monopoly, then Scrabble, and 
now it’s Clue that keeps us entranced. 
That’s a sort of whodunit type game with 
different clues as to the criminal, and just 
last week for the first time Leslie and I 
and some friends played penny ante poker. 
That’s really fun. I won twenty-eight cents 
and Leslie said, “I suppose Ill never 
hear the end of that victory.” 

“That’s all right dear,” I told him. “I 
intend investing my winnings in the busi- 
ness, anyway. So there’s really no loss.” 

Maybe I better explain that Leslie’s 
“business” is an art shop. He and a friend 
of his specialize in marbles and mosaics. 
His friend Marty Perfit started the marble 
business. The night Leslie, Marty and I 
went to a Home Show to see mosaic 
exhibits, out of a clear blue sky Marty 





said, “Hey, Leslie. how would you like 
to go into business?” Leslie said “sure.” He 
didn’t even ask what kind. Three days 
later they opened their first mosaic shop 
and it’s done so well they’ve added a sec- 
ond place. Leslie may not be impulsive 
when it comes to courting me, but he 
opened a whole business in three days. 

His lack of impulsiveness started one of 
our favorite running arguments that has 
to do with the fact that he never proposed 
to me. When I mention it, he gets very 
stern and says “What do you mean I never 
proposed?” And I say, “Well, you never 
did. The only definite offer I ever had 
came from one of your relatives.” And 
it’s true. You see, both Leslie and I love 
kids so much we spend a lot of time over 
at Leslie’s cousin, Alan Hersholt’s, house. 
They have two darling children. Well, a 
few weeks ago Greg, he’s six, threw his 
arms around me and said, “When I grow 
up I’m going to take you away from Uncle 
Leslie; unless you'll marry me now!!” 

Speaking of the Hersholts, I must tell 
you that no one in Hollywood knew that 
Leslie’s uncle was Jean Hersholt. There 
are very few aspiring actors who wouldn’t 
have shouted from the rooftops their re- 
lationship to a man who was one of the 
pioneers of this business. But Leslie never 
mentioned it until after he got his con- 
tract at Metro. He never even told me 
until long after we started dating. 

Leslie has some pretty old-fashioned 
ideas when it comes to good taste and he 
has some pretty old-fashioned ideas when 
it comes to womanhood, too. I don’t want 
to seem like a traitor to my sex but I 
agree with him completely. In fact, soon 
I’m quitting my job. I’m going to devote 
ten per cent of my time to being the same 
old Sandy and a heavenly ninety per cent 
to being Mr. Nielsen’s “private secretary.” 

THE ENpD 
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come. 
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LOVE HAS 
SHIRLEY... 


Continued from page 58 


packed bags, kissed her and the baby good- 
bye gently and leave for the International 
Airport and Japan. This time, she wasn’t 
going to take him to the airport, she had 
told Steve. It hurt too much to see him 
board the plane. And, somehow, it was 
even lonelier to return home to try to 
pick up a life without him. The last time, 
when she got home, she vowed the only 
time she’d go back to the airport was to 
pick Steve up on his homecoming. 

In four years of marriage, they had been 
together just a little over a year. But you 
never get over separation, she thought as 
she handed him a potholder and tried to 
return his wink with a smile—when you’re 
in love... 

“Sorry, honey,” she remembered his say- 
ing as he left for Japan that first time. 
“We'll find a way. It won’t be too long.” 

And she remembered answering some- 
thing flip and gay, something zany, as she 
always did when she felt lost for the right 
word. “The Japanese motion-picture in- 
dustry can’t do without your talents,” she’d 
said. There was a chance in Japan for 
Steve to produce and direct the kind of 
things he wanted. 

As for her—“Your career is hot,” he told 
her for the hundredth time. “You stay 
here. You’ve worked all your life for this. 
You can’t give it up for a few months with 
me in Japan.” 

She agreed. Steve was always right. 
Without him, without his advice, his coax- 
ing, his planning, she’d never even be in 
Hollywood or at Paramount. When they 
met in New York she was struggling as a 
chorus dancer in Broadway’s “Me and Ju- 
liet.” Nothing much was happening, ’til 
Steve Parker. 

“Yes, Mr. Director,” she would kid him 
as he would line up a dozen things a day 
for her to follow—leads, lessons, even 
books. She found she needed him all the 
time—and for some crazy reason, he’d said 
he needed her. They were married. 


hen he left—not long after that—she 

thought she’d never learn not to de- 

pend upon him so much. For little 
things like listening together to the surf 
outside their cottage, walking along the 
beach early in the morning and watching 
for the sun to come up. When there was no 
one to share these with, she found herself 
starting out for the studio a little earlier 
each day—taking a different route, adding 
a few extra miles to the forty-five-minute 
ride from Malibu to the studio, and stay- 
ing as late as she could in the evening, as 
long as there were other people around. 
She didn’t realize it at first, but she hated 
going home. The complete aloneness had 
been so frightening. 


“What're you thinking about?” Sud- 
denly she heard Steve talking to her. 
“Come on,” he teased. But she couldn’t 
tell him... 

Last night, Steve’s last at home, while he 
was doing some final packing before eating 
dinner, she had picked up the evening 
paper and there, in a carefully buried 
gossip column item, her own name had 
jumped out at her: “Is Shirley MacLaine 
hiding a marriage rift?” she read. She 
hid the paper so Steve wouldn’t see it, 
knowing it would upset him. And luckily, 
later they were too busy talking and Steve 
never asked for the evening paper. 

Dinner had been fun. Even Stephanie 
stayed up late and they ate on the patio, 
all three of them, discussing the future and 


their plans. Steve had told her how much 
he liked the Japanese flower arrangement 
she had made. Inwardly, she was pleased. 
But all she’d answered was, “And not the 
angel food cake?” 

Angel food cake ... This was one of 
hers and Steve’s pet jokes. Once she had 
written to him: “All I want to eat is angel 
food cake!” What she didn’t know then 
was that she was going to be a mother. 

“Tt was all so sudden,” she remembered 
telling a good friend, a writer. “I’d been 
devouring angel food cake at a ferocious 
rate for two months. It suddenly dawned 
that my diet was definitely unusual. I 
hied to a doctor and found out I was preg- 
nant. I was kind of mixed up. Steve and 
I wanted a family, but after we were both 
established in our careers. I loved the idea 
of a baby, yet, you know, I kind of resented 
being alone with seven months of problems 
to solve.” 

Steve’s letters had kept her going. She 
could tell he was doing beautifully. And 
she clung to his successes as she would to 
a child—feeling them a part of her and 
reminding herself that her loneliness was 
for a purpose. And her letters to him. . 

“A new world is opening up to me,” she 
had written him. “A world involving in- 
stant individual decisions, a world of other 
people, other problems. There is no Steve 
to help decide, no Steve to pour out the 
day’s happenings to, no strength for my 
weaknesses. I suffer from—a feeling of 
homesickness even more frightening when 
you're away and I’m at home. 

“But I really look into people’s faces 
now, noticing things I’ve never noticed 
before. I see emotions in others. For my 
short lifetime, I’ve been wrapped in the 
protective cocoon of my one-tracked work 
toward a career. With you, it was simply a 
matter of enlarging that cocoon to include 
two. Now suddenly I understand human 
emotions, lives and loves of others. Real- 
izing, too, it has taken me much too long 
to break open my cocoon and try my 
wings. As I drive to Malibu at night, I can 
honestly say that pain and unhappiness 
bring more understanding and growth 
than practically anything . 

And then, at last, he was home again— 
two days before Stephanie was born— 
September 1, 1956. Almost nine months of 
catching up, making of plans and re- 
avowals of strength had to be done in 
three weeks. She had been positive about 
moving into town when he’d come home— 
away from the isolation and loneliness. 
But he was persuasive. By the time he’d 
left, he had convinced her all over again 
that she loved the ocean, wanted to be 
away from people and really needed it. 


“More coffee, sweetie?” The sound of 
his voice pulled her back to the present 
once again. She'd hardly touched the 
food in front of her. 

“I wonder how Bob Mitchum will be to 
work with,” he was saying now. “Honey, 
I tell you, this is the most exciting thing 
that’s happened to me. Do you really like 
‘Masterspy as the title? Gosh, I wish you 
as come with me...” his voice trailed 
off. 

As she watched his face, she felt the 
old loneliness returning, yet at the same 
time a deep understanding of his needs. 
“I wouldn’t want us to be together all the 
time, even if we could. Steve needs free- 
dom. He shouldn’t ever conduct his whole 
life for me,” she had recently explained to 
a friend who asked about her marriage, 
and she realized she was becoming more 
independent. Up until then, she had re- 
lied to an extent on Steve’s decisions for 
her by letter. But slowly she had been 
pushed into making daily decisions, some 
of them very important to her career and 
herself. She’d started getting the feel of 
saying yes or no—for herself. She remem- 
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bered the first big one. She’d nearly stut- 
tered when forced to decide, but she'd 
done it... 

Right after Steve left the second time 
she was offered a role in the stage pro- 
duction of “The Sleeping Prince.” Steve 
wrote that he thought she shouldn’t do the 
show at all. But she figured it out care- 
fully for herself. She needed to work and 
so she decided to take the part. It was the 
month after Stephie was born and she was 
nursing her. Poor Stephanie. She went to 
all the rehearsals, but she really had a 
ball. And Shirley, after opening night, had 
a hit on her hands. 


y the next time Steve came home, he 
had won top awards at the Southeast 
Asia Film Festival for his document- 

aries, yet his enthusiastic chatter about his 
work and the awards hurt her a little, and 
he noticed this change in her. She began 
flaunting her ability to make decisions 
under his nose and waving her new in- 
dependence. Luckily, Steve had under- 
stood. Perhaps it was good he could not 
be home longer than two weeks that time. 
For by the time he’d returned home for 
another two weeks, she had gotten over 
her anger and had become an individual. 
And for the first real time in their mar- 
riage they were together as two people 
wanting to merge, not just one leaning 
heavily on the other. It was wonderful... 
except they still seemed no nearer to a 
decision of how to stay together. 

“You're still a practical idealist,” she 
suddenly said to him across the table. 

“Is that what you were thinking, 
honey?” he laughed. 

It was true. His ideas for a world film 
company, working for international un- 
derstanding, meant he would be constantly 
somewhere other than home. Where does 
that leave me—and Stephie? she had so 
often asked. There was no answer. 

After Steve had left on one trip, she’d 
sat looking out the lanai window, listening 
to the surf. All of a sudden she made the 
decision. Stuffing Stephie into the MG, 
she headed for Hollywood, found a realtor 
and told him she wanted a house to rent— 
close to town. And they’d found one, high 
on a hill, just off the Freeway. And she 
took it. She would make a really won- 
derful new home for Steve to return to. 

Then, how she’d thrown herself into the 
project of the new house! Painting, 
varnishing, waxing, rearranging. 
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She looked through the kitchen door, at 
the black chairs in the living room corner. 
She hadn’t been able to sleep one night, 
so had gotten up at four a.m. and gone to 


work on them. They still looked pretty 
good, she thought. She’d hung up Japanese 
parchment lanterns, a final touch to the 
Japanese modern decor. I want Steve to 
feel at home, she had kept telling herself. 


“Are you going anywhere tonight, 
honey? Why don’t you?” The sound of 
Steve’s voice once again prodded her out 
of the past. He knew how hard the first 
few nights alone always were for her. . . 

She’d been invited out to the Valley 
tonight for dinner with some friends, a 
married couple. She wasn’t too keen on 
going—last time they had sat and bick- 
ered much of the evening about whether 
to play the hi-fi, talk or watch TV. She 
had wanted to scream at them, “It doesn’t 
matter what you do. You're together.” 
But she hadn’t. She didn’t have many 
friends. She wanted to keep them. 


“I don’t know,” she answered quietly, 
stirring her coffee. “Maybe I will. It’s 
nice living near enough to town to see 


people in the evenings if I want to. I’m 
not afraid of the talk any more.” 
“You know I love you, darling, and 


want you to enjoy yourself. Remember 
what I once told you about being a bam- 
boo and bending with the circumstances?” 

“I could give Stephie a late nap and 
take her with me... All right, I'll go.” 

Steve smiled gently. “I'll go kiss her 
goodbye now. And then I'll get my bag- 
gage together. Thanks for my last Amer- 
ican breakfast, honey. Delicious. Back 
to raw fish and green tea.” 

He bent over to kiss her, and held her 
for a long moment. And, as he walked 
out of the kitchen, she felt the familiar 
tears and the hurt well up inside. There 
was so much she wanted to say, so little 
time to say it in. She felt like a child, 
helpless, wanting to hold him back. 


“Shirl . . . Shirley.” She heard him call 
her from the driveway. But she _ sat, 
frozen. She couldn’t go out there. She 


walked to the kitchen window and watched 
him as he turned to throw her a last, 
lingering kiss, then drive away. The 
morning sunlight streamed in from the 
patio but this morning it didn’t warm her. 
Upstairs, she heard Stephanie. But she 
couldn’t go to her, not yet. 

“Be a bamboo; bend with the circum- 
stances.” Steve’s words haunted her. 

Only time would tell how they would 
work out their separations. And the only 
answer in the now quiet house was a sud- 
den gust of wind touching at her hair. 

THE END 


SHIRLEY’S IN PARAMOUNT’S “THE MATCH- 
MAKER” AND M-G-M’S “SOME CAME RUNNING.” 
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ROCK AND BETTY... 


Continued from page 32 


“Let’s go find the star,” he said softly. 

“Yes,” she answered, “let’s.” 

Back at the fire, a friend of Rock’s 
mother watched Rock and his girl strolling 
hand-in-hand along the beach. “I’ve 
never seen Rock so happy since the first 
few months of his marriage to Phyllis. 
Who’s the girl?” she asked. “Somebody 
new?” 

“Somebody old in Rock’s life,” answered 
another guest. “Betty Abbott. He’s known 
her for years. In fact, until Rock met 
Phyllis, everybody thought Betty was go- 
ing to be Mrs. Rock Hudson.” 


ock Hudson first met Betty Abbott 

when he was making a picture. “Mak- 

ing” is undoubtedly much too strong a 
word to describe Rock’s activity in the 
film. He had one line, and dozens of hours 
riding with the sheriff's posse. The name 
of the epic? Well, it’s one that Rock would 
just as soon forget, one of thirty-five pic- 
tures in which he briefly appeared during 
his first four years in Hollywood. 

Rock would just as soon forget his first 
big scene, too. It wasn’t too demand- 
ing. . . . He was just supposed to climb 
on his horse, kick the spurs into its side, 
and gallop swiftly down the street to the 
Red Dog Saloon. On cue, he pulled his 
horse up short and hollered out, “We’ve 
spotted the outlaws at Thunder Pass.” 
But as the horse reared into the air, Rock’s 
ten-gallon hat fell off. 

“Cut!” the director hollered. 
it over.” 

Rock rode back and once again came 
galloping down the street, once again his 
horse reared up, again he delivered his 
memorable line, and again his hat fell off. 

“The horse is fine,” the director said, 
“but the hat can’t take direction.” 

Rock forced the hat down on his head, 
tightened the chin strap and went through 
the action for the third time. At the 
climax, the hat—on schedule—toppled off. 
Perspiration broke out on Rock’s forehead. 
He felt like galloping off the set and out 
of Hollywood—forever. 

Suddenly, someone giggled, an infectious 
giggle, and before long everyone, includ- 
ing Rock, was laughing. The giggler, he 
soon found out, was Betty Abbott, a pretty 
blonde script-girl. She walked over to 
Rock and opened her purse. He bent 
down from his horse and they talked for 
a moment. Then she stuck a band-aid 
across his hat string, pasting it to the side 
of his face that wasn’t on-camera. He 
went through the scene again and this 
time his hat remained perched on his head. 

After the cameras stopped grinding, 
Rock went over to thank the script girl. 
They started talking. Afterwards Rock 
had said: “She was pretty, of course, but 
what really impressed me was her mind 
and her manner. Very knowing and very 
gentle. Lots of times you'll meet a girl 
who’s one or the other. If she’s the know- 
ing kind, there’s usually a tendency to be 
a little domineering. Not with Betty. I 
noticed that right away. 

“Later on I noticed how much at home 
she was everywhere. She’s an adaptable 
girl. Everyone is at ease talking to her. 


“Let’s do 


And she’s got a wonderful sense of 
humor.” 
What were their dates like? Well, to 


use Betty’s own words, they were “crazy.” 
This is how she described them at the 
time: “I never know where I'll land. He 
gives me no information whatsoever, and 
I’m just as likely to end up on a merry- 
0 go-round fifty miles away as I am on the 





dance floor at the Mocambo. As a result, 
I try to dress in what might be called 
casual clothes that can take anything from 
a tango to flying a trapeze. 

“Once in a while we take in a movie, 
and if Rock happens to be in it he ago- 
nizes through the whole thing. He squirms 
so much that he makes me nervous and I 
might as well see it alone. Half of them 
I have to see by myself again, thanks to 
Rock Hudson. Recently, we bought a 
16 mm. home movie projector. Now if he 
fidgets too much, I can knit or cook while 
he’s suffering.” 

Rock, himself’ chimed in with informa- 
tion that backed up Betty’s “wackiness” 
charge. “I tease,” he said, “and I suppose 
sometimes I go beyond the limits. Betty 
gets duck bumps if anybody closes one 
eye and leaves the other wide open. So I 
spend five minutes on each of our dates 
or a one-eyed owl while she shrieks for 

elp.” 

Betty emphasized that “he isn’t only the 
greatest little kidder in the world,” but 
has his serious side, too. “Some things are 
very important to him,” she said, “like his 
career, his beliefs, music, his friends. He 
enjoys most simple things—picnics at the 
beach or informal at-home parties. And 
he’s really very shy; he won’t talk serious 
until he knows the people he’s talking to. 

“With all his wackiness, Rock has beau- 
tiful manners. Even if I’m wearing blue 
jeans and have just whomped up a sen- 
sational bowling score, Rock is right there 
to hold open the car door for me. A lot of 
people around town could take lessons 
from him.” 

With Betty, Rock could really open up. 
They did things he liked, talked about 
things he was interested in. She was the 
niece of comedian Bud Abbott and knew 
movie-making and an actor’s problems 
well. As the script girl on nine successive 
Rock Hudson pictures, she not only helped 
him on the set, but in the evenings, to- 
gether, they would rehash what had hap- 
pened during the day. More than once, 
Rock has said: “Betty’s help and criticism 
were everything to me.” 


BY’ more important, Betty brought 
gaiety and security into Rock’s life. 

Her childhood in Rochester, New 
York—where she was born—and later in 
Los Angeles was happy, warm and fun, a 
very different childhood from Rock’s. Her 
calmness and casualness, her feeling of 
security and ability to give, made Rock 
feel as if he belonged and was loved. As 
Betty herself phrased it, “We’re comfort- 
able together.” 

In the first couple of years that they 
went together, Rock and Betty were able 
to do what they wanted to do without any 
interference. Sometimes they went to 
parties, shows or movies; more often 
they’d just pay visits to each other’s 
houses, taking turns at cooking meals, 
listening to records, talking, reading—en- 
joying just being together. 

In June of 1953, right after he had re- 
turned from location at Sedona, Arizona, 
where he had made “Gun Fury,” Rock 
was rushed to St. John’s Hospital in Santa 
Monica for an emergency appendectomy. 
When he came out of the ether, Betty was 
bending over him. 

“I must be in heaven,” he said, “and 
you're a beautiful angel.” 

“You’re not in heaven,” she answered, 
“you're in a hospital and you’ve had me 
worried sick.” 

“You are an angel,” he said, “my guard- 
ian angel. And I hereby name you Magda 
Upswitch or Hezekiah Ormiston or Fortu- 
nata Divine. Take your choice.” 

Betty laughed. These were the names 
he often called her. “Oh, Rock,” she said, 
“now I know you’re all right.” 





“Please, Nurse Upswitch,” he said, “it’s 
against the rules to cry in heaven. And 
kissing is strictly taboo. Stop now, or I'll 
report you to the chief angel and you'll 
have to turn in your wings.” 

But for Nurse Magda Upswitch, this was 
only the beginning of her career as Rock’s 
Florence Nightingale—although she didn’t 
know it at the time. When Rock felt 
strong again, he urged Betty to go to Eng- 
land for a vacation she had planned for 
years. He assured her he was all right 
and that she should go. Betty finally went. 

In mid-Atlantic, she received a shore- 
to-ship call from Rock. “How are you 
feeling?” he asked. 

“Great,” she answered, “but the impor- 
tant thing is how are you feeling?” 

“Fine,” he said, “couldn’t be better. I 
miss you, but have fun.” 

When she arrived at the Savoy Hotel 
in London, her room was filled with red 
roses. One flower had a card attached to 
it on which was written, “Have fun, For- 
tunata. Love, Rock.” 

While Betty tried to have fun without 
him in England, Rock tried to have fun 
without her in California. 

One day he went out alone to Laguna 
Beach to do some surf-board riding. The 
sun felt hot and good on his back as he 
rode the big waves into shore. Once, when 
he pushed the surf-board out towards the 
breakers, he saw a boat on the horizon. 
And for a crazy second he thought, “Bet- 
ty’s on that boat. She’s coming home.” 
But then he laughed at the wacky notion 
and headed into shore. 

The beach was practically deserted 
when he headed out into the water one 
more time. Vaguely, he realized that the 
waves were higher and the water rougher. 
But the crazy fusing of sun and sand and 
memories of Betty made everything a bit 
unclear. 

Suddenly, a gigantic wave, more than 
ten feet high, picked him up and hurled 
him towards the shore. Rock felt as if 
he were on a runaway roller-coaster. The 
surf-board spun away from him and he 
catapulted into a jutting boulder. He 
heard a bone crack, and from the pain 
thought he had broken his neck. A life- 
guard fashioned a make-shift tourniquet 
to stem Rock’s bleeding. Then he was 
carried to a red truck, an emergency am- 
bulance of the Laguna Fire and Rescue 
Department, and taken to an aid station, 
where he was X-rayed and given first- 
aid. Through a haze of pain he dictated a 
cable to be sent to London. “Address it to 
Fortunata Divine,” he said. “Say: ‘Sorry 
can’t drive you home. Just broke my 
shoulder.’ Better add the name Betty 
Abbott to the address, just in case she 
didn’t register under her right name. And 
sign it: ‘Love, Rock.’” Then he passed 
out. He was put on a stretcher, placed in 
an ambulance, and rushed fifty miles to 
St. Joseph’s Hospital. 

A bone surgeon there told Rock it would 
take eight weeks for his shoulder fracture 
to heal. Rock’s heart sank. “Magnificent 
Obsession” was scheduled to go before the 
cameras shortly. This was his big chance. 
No small breaks in his shoulder were go- 
ing to stop him from getting his big career 
break, the part he had been dreaming 
about and praying for all these years. But 
the doctor was insistent: “Eight weeks.” 

Rock sank back in desperation. “Eight 
weeks,” he repeated quietly. An attend- 
ant brought him a telegram. It read: 
“Zounds, Igor! Nurse Fortunata Arrives 
Next Week.” Rock smiled. Betty was 
coming back. “I'll fool all of them,” he 
thought, “the doctors, Betty, the producers 
of ‘Magnificent Obsession.’ I'll be on my 
feet by the time Betty comes home. And 
I'll make that picture. Being hospitalized 
might even help. After all, I’m to play 
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the part of a doctor.” He felt better already. 


hen Betty returned from Europe, she 

hurried to her home before going to 

the hospital to see Rock. She wanted 
to unpack her bags and wrap the gifts 
she had bought for him: bright-colored 
argyle socks, a snazzy sweater, and a 
whole family of leprechaun figurines. On 
her doorstep were a dozen roses with the 
cryptic message: “Igor Follows.” 

She was still examining the card when 
Igor himself, Rock, walked over—crawled 
would be a better word!—like an injured 
crab. His shoulder was imprisoned in a 
heavy plaster cast. In his blue jeans, old 
sweater and moccasins, he looked to Betty 
like the main character out of a picture 
called, “Frankenstein Goes To College.” 

But shoulder or no shoulder, the injury 
didn’t interfere with Rock’s appetite. Over 
steaks, they talked. And finally, late in 
the evening, Rock got up to go. “Going 
to the studio tomorrow?” he asked. 

“Yes,” she answered. 

“Mind a passenger?” 

“Of course not,” she said. 

“Okay,” 
Now that you’re home again, I’m going in 
to report for that picture.” 

And make it he did. Nurse Fortunata 
drove him to the studio each morning and 
took him home again each night. In a 
few days the shoulder cast came off; his 
recovery was amazingly rapid and he gave 
full credit to his “nurse.” And when the 
picture was finished and studio officials 
saw it, they were convinced that in Rock 
Hudson they had a super-star. 

So the order went out that Rock should 
escort a big name to the “Magnificent Ob- 
session” premiere. This wasn’t unusual. 
All along, as his star was slowly rising in 
the movie heavens, he’d been forced to go 
on “publicity” dates with girls he didn’t 
know or didn’t like. But late at night, 
after a premiere or studio party which he 
attended with someone else, he’d drive up 
to Betty’s place and knock at the door. 

“How was it?” she’d ask. 

“Awful,” he’d answer. And he’d take 
off his formal jacket and loosen his black 
bow tie, and together they’d raid the re- 
frigerator and talk ’til dawn. 

But this time, as he stood on the thresh- 


old of a great career, Rock balked. He | 


wanted to be seen with the girl he really 


cared for, to share his triumph with her. | 


“No,” he said to the studio big-wigs, “I 
refuse to make this a ‘publicity’ date. I’m 
taking Betty Abbott—and my mother. 
The two people who mean most in the 
world to me.” And the studio compro- 
mised. He could take Betty if she really 
dressed for the occasion. 

Rock had to tell all this to Betty—and 
it was the hardest thing he ever tried to 
do. He explained that the studio ward- 
robe was open to her, and she could bor- 
row anything she needed. 

As usual, Betty helped him out. “Of 
course, I can’t buy a mink or a new gown 
for every important date with you,” she 


said. “Any dress I want from the ward- 
robe? So many to choose from. That’s 
swell.” 


Rock was learning—not only how to 
say “No” to people, but nicer things as 
well, like how to take a girl out in style. 
He and Betty had arranged to sit with 
Barbara Rush and Jeff Hunter at the pre- 
miere. So he asked Barbara to find out 
what color gown Betty would be wearing 
(it turned out to be powder blue) and 
then went to a florist and personally 
picked out an orchid to match her dress. 

At the time, Rock commented wryly, “A 
year or so ago even if I had wanted to 
send Betty or anyone orchids, I would 
have been too shy to do it and too afraid 
I'd pick out the wrong thing.” 


Rock said, “you’ve got one. | 
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FOR EVERYBODY 


Publisher's Classified Department (Trademark) 








For classified advertising rates, write to William R. Stewart, 9 South Clinton Street, Chicago 6 (Women’s, October) 1958 





OF INTEREST TO WOMEN 


AGENTS & HELP WANTED 





FREE—BIG NEW Wholesale Catalog! Up to 50% saving 
for you, family, friends on nationally-known gifts, — 
toys, appliances. Christmas cards, etc. Also make money sel 

ing fort time! Write: Evergreen Studios, Box 846-BJ, Chicago 


BUY WHOLESALE! 100,000 Nationally Aovertieed Products. 
Appliances, Cameras, Sporting Goods, Housewares, Watches, 
Typewriters, Tools, Clothing, etc. Discounts to 80%. Buy- 
Rite, Box 258, Hawthorne 56, New Jersey. 

$500 FOR YOUR Child’s Picture paid by advertisers, Send 
one small photo (All ages). Returned, Print child’s parents’ 
name, address on back. Spotlite, 8344-PC10 Beverly, Holly- 
wood, California. 

$10.00 GUARANTEED PER 1000 Pieces Prepared & Mailed 
—Free Mailing Pieces, Names & Stamps Given Also. Send 
50c—Postage & Handling. National Mailer, PCD, 1627 E. 
33rd St., Lorain, Ohio. 

HOLD COSMETIC PARTIES. Earn $25 for 3 hours work. 
Make 60% peg. ure others. Everything furnished. Send 
name for ful details and free usable samples. Write Studio 
Girl Cosmetics, Dept. 16810R, Glendale, California. 














SELLING CHRISTMAS CARDS? Double your earnings with 
exciting, exotic gifts from all over the world! Write for Free 
money-making catalog. Modern Merchandise Co., Dept. K-21, 
230 S. Franklin St., Chicago 6, Ill. 
Ld TO $1000 For Your Child’s Picture paid by advertisers. 
end photo for approval. Returned promptly. Free gifts. 
Nationalphoto, Box 3035-F, North Hollywood, | California 
HOMEWORKERS WANTED PAINTING Novelties. No 
Selling. Experience unnecessary. Noveltex Industries, 20-A 
West Jackson Blvd., Chicago 4, Illinois. 
$500 FOR YOUR child’s photo, if used for advertising. Send 
photo for approval. Returned promptly. Ad-Photos, 6087-YX. 
Sunset, Hollywood 28, California. 
HOMEWORKERS: SEW BABYWEAR for Stores. Machine 
unnecessary. Send stamped, addressed envelope. Clara, Box 
44637-A, Los Angeles 44, California. 
$500 FOR YOUR Child’s Picture paid by advertisers. Send 
photo for poarovel. Returned promptly. Free Gifts. Exhibitors 
520-CW Fifth Avenue, New York 36, N.Y. 


HOMEWORKERS: ASSEMBLE HANDLACED Precut moc- 
casins and handbags. Good earnings. California Handicrafts, 
Los Angeles 46-B, California. 
DRESSES 24c; SHOES 39c; Men’s Suits $4.95; Trousers 
1.20. Better used clothing, Free Catalog. Transworld, 164A 
Christopher, Brooklyn 12, N.Y. 
MRS. SCHUTZ, KENTUCKY, Mrs. Lewis, New York, re- 
ceived hundreds of dollars for their children’s pictures. See 
Spotlight ad above 
$200 MONTHLY POSSIBLE, Sewing Babywear! No house 
selling! Send stamped, addressed envelope. ‘‘Cuties,” 
Warsaw 1, Indiana. 
HOMEWORKERS: EARN CASH preparing Mailing, ad- 
vertising postcards. (Details 25c). Stars, Box 78365-A, Los 
Angeles 16, California. 
CATALOGUE MAILERS WANTED! Mail Attractive Cata- 
logues From Home. Eastern, Box 142, Dorchester 24, Mass. 
$200 MONTHLY REPORTED, preparing envelopes. Reveal- 
ing method, 25c! Economy, Box _2580-L, Greensboro, N.C. 
775.00 WEEKLY POSSIBLE preparing, mail, (details 10c). 
Novelty, Box 78247-A, Los Angeles 16, California. 
EXTRA CASH PREPARING mailing postcards. Write 
Edward, Box 3427-D, Los Angeles 54, California. 
SEW OUR READY cut aprons at home, spare time, Easy, 
profitable. Hanky Aprons, Caldwell 3, Ark. 
EARN SPARETIME CASH Mailing Advertising Literature. 
Glenway, Box 6568, Cleveland 1, Ohio. 
MAKE MONEY CLIPPING Newspaper Articles For Publish- 
ers! Newscraft, PW-983-E. Main, Columbus 5, Ohio. 


MONEY! TYPING—SEWING! Details Free. Edwards, 
3912-W, 12th, Des Moines 13, lowa. 

RETIRE NOW! LEAD Leisurely Life! Free Plan. Belmont, 
Wyckoff 93, New Jersey. 


25.00 WEEKLY MAKING Orchids at home, Easy. Flo-Art, 
haron, Pa. 
















































































STAMP COLLECTING 
GIGANTIC COLLECTION FREE—Includes_ Triangles— 
Early United States—Animals—Commemoratives—British 
Colonies—High Value Pictorials, etc. Complete Collection plus 
Big illustrated Magazine all Free. Send 5c for postage, Gray 
Stamp Co., Dept. PC, Toronto, Canada. 





FREE KIT | 


Our FREE subscription sales kit helps you earn 
money. Write for it today. No obligation. Macfad- 
den Publications, 205 E. 42 St., N. Y. 17, N. Y. 








Were you a Blonde Baby? 

Did you lose that golden color? 

Now watch Blonde Hair COME TO LIFE with this New 
Shampoo, made specially for YOU! 


Were you once a gorgeous blonde? Did years of neglect let your 
hair slip, shade-by-shade, into a dull, dark color? Did you fail to 
realize that blonde hair has special problems ...requires special 
care...needs a SPECIAL SHAMPOO to bring out the radiant 
shine and light, golden color that men love? 

Now, without tints, rinses or that ugly, bleached look you can 
wash your hair shades lighter...safely! BLONDEX, the 11-minute 
“miracle” shampoo — made at home, fresh as you need it—whips 
into a rich, billowy lather that rinses away the drab, dingy film 
that makes hair dark, muddy, old-looking. BLONDEX, alone, 
contains ANDIUM to shine and lighten as it shampoos, bring out 
that shimmering golden look. Safe — even for children’s hair. Get 
BLONDEX today at 10¢, drug or department stores. 








FREE TO WOMEN _ Be a Beauty Advisor. No experience 
needed. Make 60% prOfit on famous nationally advertised 
Hollywood Cosmetics. Demonstrate to friends and neighbors 
and earn up to $5.00 an hour spare time—$25.00 a day full 
time. Later you can double your earnings by letting other; 

demonstrate for you. Free! No charge, now or ever, for actua 
usable samples of Studio Girl Cosmetics. Send name on 
postcard to me, Harry Taylor, President, Studio Girl Cos- 
metics, Dept. 16810M, Glendale, California. 

LL SEND YOU free wormne sample newest advancement 
in hosiery since discovery of nylon. Full-length; stays up with- 
out supporters; amazingly comfortable. Patented. Make money 
fast introducing to friends at 70c a pair less than ong 
Advertised price. American Mills, Dept. 659, Indianapolis, Ind. 








ANYONE CAN SELL famous Hoover Uniforms for beauty 
shops, waitresses, nurses, doctors, others. All popular miracle 
fabrics—nylon, dacron. Exclusive styles, top quality. Big cash 
income now, real future. Equipment free. Hoover, Dept. 
M-119, New York 11, N.Y. 

TEAR OUT THIS Ad, and mail with name, address for big 
box of food and household products for Free Trial, to test in 
your home. Tell your friends, make money. Rush name. Blair 
Dept. 185BT, Lynchburg, Va. 

FASHION DEMONSTRATORS—$20-$40 profit evenings. 
No delivering or ——, Beeline Style Shows are Party 
Plan sensation! Samples furnished Free. Beeline Fashions, 
Bensenville 26, Illinois. 

EARN EXTRA MONEY selling Advertising Book Matches. 
Free sample kit furnished Matchcorp, Dept. WP-54, Chicago 
32, Illinois. 

PIECE-LIKE STAY at-homework! No doorbell 
Securall, Box 1450, Pasadena, Calif. 

BUSINESS & MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES 
PREPARE ENVELOPES, HOME—longhand, typewriter. 
$15.00 thousand! Particulars free. D. Cove, Box 2580, Greens- 
boro, N.C. 
$3.00 HOURLY POSSIBLE assembling pump lamps Spare 
Time. Simple, Easy. No canvassing. Write: Ougor, Caldwell 1, 
Arkansas. 

MAKE MONEY WRITING short paragraphs. Information 
free. Barrett, Dept. C-134-V, 7464 No. Clark, Chicago 26. 














ringing! 




















MAKE BIG MONEY invisibly mending damaged garments at 
home. Details Free. Fabricon, 6240 Broadway, Chicago 40. 


EARN EXTRA CASH! Prepare Advertising Postcards. Lang- 
dons, Box 41107PW, Los Angeles 41, California. 


EARN SPARETIME CASH preparing-mailing advertising. 
Temple Co., Muncie 2, Indiana. 
EXTRA MONEY PREPARING, Mailing Literature. Tom, 
1305A N. Western, Chicago 22. 


MAKE YOUR TYPEWRITER Earn Money. Send $1.00. 
Hughes, 500B, 9 South Clinton, Chicago 6. 


EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES 


COMPLETE YOUR HIGH School at home in spare time with 
61-year-old school. Texts furnished. No classes. Diploma. 
Information booklet free. American School, Dept. X774, 
Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37, Illinois. 


HIGH SCHOOL—NO Classes. Study at home. Spare Time. 
amg awarded. Write for Free Catalog HCH-57, Wayne 
School, 2527 Sheffield, Chicago 14, Ill. 


LEARN WHILE ASLEEP! Exciting details free. Sleep- 
Learning Research Association, Box 24-PC, Olympia, Wash. 


LOANS BY MAIL 


BORROW $50 TO $500 for any purpose. Employed men and 

women over 25, eligible. Confidential—no co-signers. Up to 

2 years to repay—low monthly payments Supervised by 

Nebraska Banking Department. Loan application sent free in 
lain envelope. Give occupation. American Loan Plan, City 
ational Bank, Dept. WD-10 Omaha 2, Nebraska. 


BORROW MONEY BY Mail. $100-$600. Anywhere. Air Mail 
Service. Postal Finance, 200 Keeline Building, Dept. 653T 
Omaha 2, Nebraska. 


FOREIGN & U.S.A. JOB LISTINGS 
HIGH PAYING JOBS, Opportunities, Foreign, USA. All trades. 
Companies pay fare. For information write Dept. 57B National 
Employment Information, 1020 Broad, Newark, New Jersey. 
AMERICAN OVERSEAS JOBS. High Pay, Men, Women. 
Transportation Paid. Free Information. Write: Transworld, 















































Dept. 7B, 200 West 34th St., New York 1. 





i 0 FE M S For musical setting . . . send 


Poems today. Any _ subject. 
Immediate consideration. Phonograph records made. 
CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W. 32 St., Studio 560, New York1 
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HANDS TIED? 


—because you lack a 
HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA 


e You can qualify for an American School 
| Diploma in spare time at home! If you have 
| left school, write or mail coupon for FREE 
| booklet that tells how. No obligation of any 
| kind. 
\j-———-OUR 61ST YEAR-———— 














AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept. H7S3 | 
Drexel at S8th, Chicago 37, Illinois | 
Please send FREE High School booklet. { 
| | NGI86..ccccccccsccccccccseccceece | 
| Address | 
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Accredited Member NATIONAL HOME STUDY COUNCIL 
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Rock, Betty and Rock’s mother had a 
great time at the premiere. But as he 
signed autographs, fought his way through 
milling fans to get into the theatre, and 
then ducked out of a side door with his 
“two girls,” to avoid the mob in the street, 
Rock was well aware that his life was 
changing, that fame had come. And Betty 
knew it, too. 

She learned to spot photographers and 
columnists and to fade into the back- 
ground and give Rock the spotlight. What 
she and Rock shared together was pre- 
cious, was their very own. The only way 
she could preserve their relationship was 
to protect their privacy—at all costs. 

But the columnists were insistent and 
the photographers were persistent and 
newspapers and magazines combined to 
invade Rock and Betty’s privacy and to 
make their relationship a public spectacle. 
Most of Rock’s close friends were con- 
vinced that he wanted to marry Betty— 
and would if the press would only give 
them time to be alone. 

One day, in the spring of 1954, Rock 
made a reservation in the names of Mr. 
and Mrs. Rock Hudson for the wedding 
suite at the Tower Isle Hotel at Ocho Rios, 
on the island of Jamaica, in the British 
West Indies. He requested the reservation 
for May 15th. 

Rock’s mother, Mrs. Kay Olson, gave 
Betty and Rock her blessings. “I surely 
hope that Rock marries Betty . . . I would 
love to have that girl as my daughter-in- 
law,” she said. 

But Rock never picked up the honey- 
moon reservations from the New York 
travel agent who made it. It may have 
been that he changed his mind because a 
magazine printed the story with the com- 
ment: “This news should further substan- 
tiate the rumors that Rock and Betty 
Abbott are preparing an _ elopement.” 
Anyway, the wedding never came off. 

The following June, Rock left for Ire- 
land to make “Captain Lightfoot.” Again, 


Betty was working with the crew as 
script girl. She and Rock decided to 
take a quick tour of Europe ahead of 
time, with Barbara Rush as chaperone. 
And again the papers printed story after 
story about the couple’s impending mar- 
riage. 

“It’s my opinion that one of these days 
Betty Abbott will be Mrs. Rock Hudson,” 
catted one of Hollywood’s columnists. And 
the others all agreed. 

And wherever they went in Europe, 
newsmen plagued them with the same 
questions: “When are you going to get 
married? When are you going to take the 
big step, Rock?” In Rome, Rock went off 
by himself for a few days to hide from 
prying reporters. 

Back in the United States, Walter Win- 
chell wrote: “Their pals wonder if Rock 
Hudson and Betty Abbott were sealed in 
Eire” and Dorothy Kilgallen, “Rock Hud- 
son has fallen in love with Betty Abbott 
and is reported to have received her 
‘yes.’ ” 

But in Ireland, the romance exploded. 
It happened suddenly, and no one knows 
just why. After the day’s shooting was 
done on “Captain Lightfoot,” the mem- 
bers of the company would relax at a 
local tavern. Rock and Betty would al- 
ways be there, sitting at a little table over 
on the side, talking and holding hands. 
One night they came in as usual. A pho- 
tographer had been haunting them all day 
and they had finally given him the slip. 
They sat in the usual place, talked quietly, 
held hands. Suddenly, without warning, 
Betty jumped up—her face white—and 
ran out. Rock started to rise, then sank 
back in his chair and stared across the 
table at the place where Betty had been. 

A cameraman who had been watching 
the whole incident quipped, “I guess those 
rumors about Rock and that Italian con- 
tessa got back to Betty, and for once she 
wasn’t going to take it.” 

For the next day, Betty flew back to the 


United States. 

When the picture was finished, Rock re- 
turned to Rome—alone. 

In the fall, Betty and Rock saw each 
other occasionally, but now they were just 
friends. A year later, when Rock married 
Phyllis Gates, the Associated Press carried 
the following sentence in the seventh 
paragraph of their news story covering the 
marriage: “For a time he was an escort 
of script girl Betty Abbott, niece of co- 
median Bud Abbott.” Just that, nothing 
more. 


r\ Rock and Betty returned to join the 
others at the now dying camp fire, one 

of the guests said to her husband, 
“Gossips broke them up before. I just 
hope it doesn’t happen again. Already 
they’re sharpening their pencils.” 

“So you think they’re in love?” the man 
asked. 

“Right now Rock’s too involved with 
working out the details of his divorce from 
Phyllis to be serious about anyone,” whis- 
pered the wife knowingly. “And it’s almost 
impossible to recapture the past. . . . But 
who knows? I read an interview Rock 
gave recently, in which he said ‘I want to 
marry again. But not right now. I’m not 
even divorced.’ That’s what he said. But 
as a woman, I say one thing: Rock 
wouldn’t wear that hat for anyone else.” 

Rock and Betty sat down again by the 
fire. Rock poked the embers with a stick. 
Someone put a record on the portable 
phonograph. Rock’s head settled into 
Betty’s lap. He closed his eyes. Sud- 
denly, he opened them. 

“I’m watching you, Nurse Fortunata,” he 
said with a sly smile. “You think I’m 
asleep but I’m watching you all the time.” 

Betty pushed his hat down over his face. 
But even this couldn’t muffle Rock’s 
laughter. THE Enp 


ROCK STARS IN U-I’Ss “TWILIGHT FOR THE 
GODS” AND “THIS EARTH IS MINE” 





CAROL LYNLEY AND 
JIM MacARTHUR 


Continued from page 36 


social workers.” He warned me, “They’re 
right behind you all the time.” Then his 
eyes would light up and he’d laugh, “But 
that’s because you’re a child—and there’s 
nothing you can do to get rid of them.” 

I asked the social worker to explain 
“wrap it up,” and she said it meant beat it, 
go on home, shooting’s over for the day. 

I began to itch and I slapped at the ants 
on my legs. Ants followed us everywhere 
that summer. They were in the food, in 
our clothes, even between the pages of our 
scripts. 

Jim came over to me and said, “Listen, 
antslapper, don’t you think they deserve 
the right to live?” He laughed, then 
slapped an ant on his arm. Jim was always 
full of advice—he’s four years older. 

And there you have it—the story behind 
my one (and only) “romance” with hand- 
some Jim MacArthur. (Don’t ever call him 
Jimmy; he bristles.) One kissing scene for 
the cameras. 

Jim and I met that summer in Holly- 
wood, my first time there, and I was so 
green I was scared. I didn’t know anything 
about picture-making, and every time I 
goofed, I’d run into the bushes and pick 
up my paperback book of poems to read so 
I could forget about what a nitwit I was, 
and if Jim wasn’t on camera, he’d come 
over and tell me, “Coach, if they’re giving 


you any trouble, holler back. And if you 
lose your voice, give me a high sign, and 
I'll give them a piece of your mind.” 

I’d laugh and forget about the mess-up. 
Jim was a teenager, too—nineteen (now 
he’s twenty). I was fifteen and scared, like 
I say. 

You know, if you’ve never been to Hol- 
lywood before, it’s hard to take it all in— 
the publicity people and the photographers 
and the dressers and all the thousands of 
jack-in-the-box assistants (not to forget 
my mom) who tag along. Business hours 
in Hollywood are full of tag-alongers. 
There are so many of them you don’t know 
what to do. 

But after working hours, it’s a different 
story. Suddenly you’re all alone and you 
feel lonely. I don’t know where all the peo- 
ple go. My girlfriend, Janice Brubeck 
(she’s a young singer looking for a lucky 
break), and I used to ride up and down 
the elevators at the Chateau Marmont 
where we lived every time we could think 
of an excuse. We were ashamed to admit 
this to anyone but we were secretly look- 
ing for celebs. 

We'd ask the lady at the main desk if 
any stars had checked in, and she’d rattle 
off a bunch of names that made our heads 
whirl. Anna Magnani. Greta Garbo. Joanne 
Woodward. Paul Newman. Sal Mineo. Tony 
Perkins. Janice and I would walk away 
staggering. 

But, we wondered, where did they all 
go? We looked high and low for them, but 
few of them were about. That’s why I say 
the nights are lonely in Hollywood. I 
guess everybody’s busy yy lines, and 
it’s early-to-bed because that five o’clock 





morning call comes mighty early. Sure, 
there are a few parties here and there, 
and some razzle-dazzle all-out nights if 
there’s a fancy premiere. But Hollywood, 
from what I saw of it, is a community of 
hard-working people dedicated to its work 
like any other town. 

Oh yes, one night I ran into Johnny 
Saxon in a Health Food store, and the 
proprietor of the place introduced us and, 
out of bashfulness I guess, all we said 
was hello. 

Another night Janice and I had plenty 
of time on our hands so we composed a 
telegram to Jim—a long string of corny 
congratulations for his birthday (it wasn’t, 
naturally! His birthday’s in December). 
We ran to the Western Union office, 
splurged with our allowances and signed 
the wire Melinda Lee and Conchita Lou. 
Janice and I laughed for days about it. 

But Jim never mentioned it once. Prob- 
ably, he figured, a couple of spooks had 
flipped their lids. 

Not that Jim can’t handle himself in 
ticklish situations. All summer long girls 
would ask him for autographs and you 
should have seen him. Unbelievable! 
iy oy as butter and a first class operator, 
to : 


ut back to Hollywood. I was floored 
B with the tight clothes everyone wears 

and in such knock-your-eyes-out col- 
ors. Me, I’m the baggy clothes type. This 
way I don’t have any letting-out or taking- 
in problems if I gain or lose weight. But 
in Hollywood, wow! The human body is 
revealed in bursting detail, if you know 
what I mean. I'd go shopping with my 
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Mom in the supermarket, and I felt like 
a freak wearing my brother’s shirts and 
old slacks with plenty of room you know 
where. 

(Jim’s a neat Ivy League dresser. He 
loves tweeds and herringbone stripes in 
jackets and suits, prefers striped rep ties 
—or knitted ones—white button-down 
shirts.) 

Jim used to kid me and say, “Red and 
blue, red and blue! That’s all you wear, 
red and blue!” They’re my favorite colors. 
My unfavorite color is black. I hate it 
with a passion, especially on young girls. 
It makes me look ridiculously old. 

So many people ask me if I’m not old 
and overly-sophisticated for my age, and 
it gripes me because I’ve never worn 
slinky dresses or spike-heeled shoes, 
smoked cigarettes or traveled in a fast 
crowd. If they meant sophisticated in 
terms of being wise (the word sophisti- 
cated comes from a Latin or Greek phrase 
meaning wisdom), Id be flattered, but 
naturally everyone refers to the lah-de- 
dah kind of sophistication. Anyone who 
gets to know me realizes I’m pretty much 
a teenager who loves pajama parties with 
girlfriends and lots of talk about boys. 

My grandmother in Winthrop, Massa- 
chusetts—where I was born—calls me 
“a nice, healthy girl,” and once when I 
played a neurotic murderess on an Alfred 
Hitchcock TV program, she had connip- 
tions and was fit to be tied! My modeling 
for the fashion magazines didn’t upset her, 
but playing a killer—uh-oh! All that 
Scotch, Irish, Welsh, English, German and 
Maine Mohawk Indian blood in her boiled. 

“But that’s the fun of acting,” I told her. 
It’s the thrill of having an opportunity to 
try to be someone other than yourself. 
Grandmother nodded her head and told 
me to clip the hedges in the front yard. 
She said they needed neatening-up. 


ne time my Mom and I had a to-do 
about the way I should have played a 
role on television. We argued for three 
days about it. Every time we sat down to 
eat, before I'd even get a bite of food into 
my mouth, she’d get on me about the way 
I was playing the role. I couldn’t stand it, 
so I decided one morning to do it her 
way. Was it ever terrible! That’s when I 
said, “Look, Mom, you’re the mother in 
the family, so, if you don’t mind, you do 
the mothering, and if I’m going to be the 
actress let me try doing the acting.” We’ve 
gotten along on acting like two peas in a 
pod ever since. 

Jim told me he never had any trouble 
with his mother about acting—even though 
she’s one of the greatest! “She’s never 
primed me on acting,” Jim said. “She’s 
kind of let me develop by myself.” 


te you know television is where Jim 
and I got our feet wet in this acting 

business? “I was the most popular 
back on TV,” I used to boast to Jim—‘“al- 
though I bet you don’t even remember me. 
I was the young girl whose parents or 
uncle always plunked her down with her 
back directly in front of the camera and 
lectured her.” 

TV’s more comfortable for me—prob- 
ably because I’m used to it. Hollywood 
cameras used to frighten me. “They come 
up so close on you, and you can’t blink 
your eyes or turn your head,” I used to 
moan to Jim. 

“You'll get over it,” he’d tell me in his 
relaxed way. But I didn’t. You have to 
keep absolutely still and say your lines 
without any breathing and hope all the 
time that all’s going well. 

It didn’t always. One day when the di- 
rector told me to move a little to the left, 
I took a step—only one step, mind you— 
and I was completely out of camera range. 














« 
@xuriasn CO,, INC., ROCHESTER, N. Y. 


gIVe 
your 
eyes a 
KURLASH 


lift!.. 


Beauty secret! 
Up-tilted lashes look 
longer, make your 
eyes appear larger, 
brighter. Take a few 
seconds to wake 

up your eyes with 

a KURLASH beauty- 
lift. The eyelash 
curler used by more 
beautiful women than 
any other. Exclusive 
automatic refill. 


3 1°° 











BE YOUR OWN 





MUSIC TEACHER 


FOR YOUR 


a PHOTO 


This child’s mother 
received big check. 
Up to $500 paid for children’s photos when & 









LEARN quickly, right at home, to 
play_ piano, guitar, ani instru- f 
ment. Our famous picture oe 

o seales or ‘‘exe 

laying simple pieces 
aw nts _a_ lesson. 
8, 600 students! WRITE FOR FREE 
hoo U. S. School of Music, Studio 








used for advertising. Hundreds selected 
monthly. Ages 2 mos. to 20 yrs. Rush 1 





small photo for approval. Print child’s and 
mother’s name, address on back. Returned 
2 weeks. No obligation. Testimonials sent. 





HOLLYWOOD SPOTLITE, Dept. A10 





O10, Port Washington, N. ¥. 





8344 Beverly Blvd., Hollywood, Calif. #<' 








[aa a 
, a a a a’ 


Vi Better than aspirin 








a 4 
cf 


aa 
ie ee 


even with buffering for 


TENSE NERVOUS 
HEADACHES 











\ 





hon 











sae be ay 
Nervous tension besiingien inal the special 
relief Anacin® gives. Here’s why Anacin is 
better than aspirin, even with buffering 
added. Anacin is like a doctor’s prescription. 
That is, Anacin contains not just one but a 
combination of medically proven ingredi- 
ents. Anacin acts to (1) relieve pain, (2) 
calm nerves —leave you relaxed, (3) fight 
depression . . . and Anacin Tablets do not 
upset the stomach. Buy Anacin today! 


3 out of 4 doctors recommend 
the ingredients of ANACIN 








VAX 


Want to Banish Wrinkles? 


"Bye-Line Skin serum can help you do it—also crepy 
throat! Yes, it’s really true. “Bye-Line must make 
you look 2 to 10 years younger in 10 days, or 
YOUR MONEY BACK. Not a peel, mask or temporary 
cover-up, but a genuine youth restorer. This is 
no false promise. ’Bye-Line is absolutely safe, even 
for super-sensitive skin. Simple, speedy, pleasant, 
and non-greasy oil treatment. Not sold in stores. 


Send exactly $1.15 for 10-day trial a includ- 
ing taxes and postage. No C.0.D 


Age-Less Cosmetics fae i. 
Dept. Z, 54 Albion Street, San Francisco, Calif. 


Name 





Address. 








City. State. 








83 


























































































84 


All the time I worked in “The Light in 
the Forest” I was so unsure of myself. I 
was afraid even to see the final print. Be- 
lieve it or not, when I did (after my third 
invitation) I absolutely cringed all the 
way through it. 

I was so embarrassed. My face looked 
fat and awful, and I hated the way I 
walked. 

“You walk like you walk,” Jim teased 
me. 

“Oh,” I wailed. “Don’t say that!” 

Working the way I have since I was ten 
and a half—when I started modeling—I 
haven’t had time to date as much as other 
girls my age. Once in a while I wonder 
about it, but it doesn’t really bother me— 
although I’ll be honest and say I’m look- 
ing forward to all the good times ahead. 

Not that I haven’t had a few dates! You 
could count them on your fingers—which 
is maybe why I’m still kind of inexperi- 
enced and some of them have been duds. 
Once when I was on a date some peo- 
ple came over to me for autographs. We 
were in Central Park having ice cream and 
looking at all the summer people bicycling, 
rowing boats, playing baseball. After I 
signed some autographs, the boy froze and 
didn’t say a word to me for the rest of 
the afternoon, and I didn’t know what to 
do about it. 

I like boys who take the lead about 
what to do and where to go, the way a 
fellow should. Some boys can do this at 
thirteen, others can be thirty and not 
know how to handle themselves. I guess 
maybe this is the same with girls—it’s a 
little true of me. 

I love to go to the movies on a date. But 
then I love the movies! When I used to 
model I’d run to a movie between assign- 
ments. Usually I only got to see about an 
hour of the film. I had to rush off to my 
next job. 

I'd go to any movie starring Marilyn 
Monroe. She’s—to quote a phrase—the 
— beautiful symbol of womanhood I 
now. 


adore Carroll Baker. Lots of people 

who stop me on the street for my auto- 

graph walk away disappointed when 
they find out I’m not Carroll. I don’t blame 
them. I'd be disappointed, too. Sometimes 
I'm mistaken for Grace Kelly’s younger 
sister or Eva Marie Saint. Sometimes in 
New York when people stare I feel I have 
leprosy or something. But in small towns 
like Winthrop people are courteous and 
friendly. They let you go your own way. 

Other actresses I like are Audrey Hep- 
burn and Dame Sybil Thorndike. Dame 
Sybil came to Broadway for “The Potting 
Shed” last year. It was my first Broadway 
show, and I had a tiny role, but I loved 
it. My dressing room was five flights up 
since I was low man on the totem pole, 
but every night when I went to the theatre 
I could hardly wait to climb them. 

Jim and I violently disagree on some 
movie stars. His favorite actors are Paul 
Muni, Sir Laurence Olivier and Michael 
Redgrave. Jim’s comment on them is, 
“They have that great ability to lose 
themselves in the part. I like Marlon 
Brando but he’s only a personality. I never 
forget he’s Marlon.” 

In my book Marlon rates four stars. So 
do Don Murray and Paul Newman. 

Jim’s actress favorites are Deborah Kerr, 
Bette Davis and Joanne Woodward. 


his year I played in another Broadway 
play, “Blue Denim.” I was a teenager 
who got into terrifying sex trouble 
because of a lack of understanding between 
parents and kids. Joshua Logan was our 
director. Did I learn from him! 
I learn by watching older people. I lis- 
ten to everything, then try things out, 





experiment until I come up with what I 
think’s best. 

Jim’s coming to Broadway this fall in 
a play with a tricky title, “Faraway the 
Train Birds Cry.” Jim just finished a 
mountain-climbing movie in Switzerland, 
“The Third Man on the Mountain.” He 
had a ball. Jim’s seen most of the world 
(I haven’t left the U/S.). 

But Jim and I are very much alike when 
it comes to friends. We both believe a few 
friends, but good ones, are better. My best 
girl friend is Gail O’Leary who lives in 
Winthrop. Jim says people today don’t 
have time for too many close friends. To 
get to know a few people well takes a lot 
of time and understanding. And it does. 

In fact, it takes a lot of time to under- 
stand yourself and your weaknesses. My 
biggest weakness? Food! I eat if I’m happy, 
I eat if I’m blue, I eat if I'm dreaming 
about outer space. And always one day I 
wake up to find I’ve eaten too much, and 
it’s diet, diet, diet like crazy. Dieting’s the 
story of my life. Carol The Calorie Counter 
—that’s me. You could put me in a side- 
show and call out all the different foods 
and I'd yell back the calories. One baked 
potato—100 calories! A slice of white bread 
—60 calories! A slice of ham—250 calories! 
See what I mean? 

I love baking hermits, cakes and butter 
cookies, but I suffer if I eat them. Pounds, 
pounds, pounds. Sometimes all I have to 
do is look at them and I gain weight, 
honestly. 

Starchy foods? I’m nuts about them. 
Give me spaghetti and French fried pota- 
toes and slabs of buttered bread and I’m 
in Seventh Heaven. If I had one wish in 
this world I'd like to go to a land where 
there are lemonade waterfalls and sugar 
flowers and eat to my heart’s delight. 

Jim used to bend over me every time 
I got my teeth stuck in a chocolate bar 
and he’d kid, “Look out, Carol, those 
camera angles are going to be rough on 
you.” 

“You’re worse than I am,” Id tell him, 
but he did the trick. He made me lose my 
appetite. 


ount Jim in as a food fiend, too. He 

loves starchy foods, too (I wonder—is 

there anybody who doesn’t?), and he 
flips for Italian dishes: veal parmigiana 
and pizza pie. 

Give Jim a slice of pizza with an Elvis 
rock record and he’s happy. He digs rock 
music, but at the same time can enjoy a 
Beethoven violin concerto. 

Me, I’m not so hot for rock and roll. It 
gives me a headache after a while. But 
then opera does, too. I saw Mario Lanza 
in a picture about Rome recently and he 
sang so many operatic selections I had to 
run home and take two aspirins. My 
favorite music is soft ballad music, the 
Frank Sinatra-Doris Day kind. Or give 
me the Hi-Los singing anything. My 
favorite album? “Threepenny Opera.” 
Dancing? I love it, ballroom style, a 
simple two step. I’ve never waltzed and I 
can’t tell a rhumba from a cha-cha-cha. 

I like to listen to the radio. At night if 
I want to read and listen to music and my 
fourteen-year-old brother, Danny, has a 
date and wants the living room all to 
himself, we run head-on into a problem. 
When you live in a small apartment the 
way we do, you have to figure out some- 
thing. So I take my dachshund, Frankie, 
and lock us in the bathroom where I 
stretch out in the bathtub with all my 
clothes on (no water, of course) and read 
all my magazines. 

Getting back to the bathroom, isn’t it 
the best place for a hideaway? I love to 
take showers, wash my hair for hours. 
That’s when I do my best thinking, with my 
eyes closed, while I’m scrubbing my hair. 






I get lost in a world all my own. And if 
something soothing—like my favorite song, 
“Mac the Knife,” is playing on the radio, 
I’m on cloud nine. 


MY religion is very important to me. 
I’m a Catholic. My mother is, too. 

She’s a much better Catholic than I 
am. I don’t go to church as often as I'd 
like. I go often, but not often enough to 
suit me. But then I don’t believe a person 
should go unless he needs it inside. Most 
of all, I hate church hypocrites. These are 
the people who are busy sinning all week 
long and expect the church to absolve 
them completely after they’ve attended a 
Sunday mass. One should try to be good 
all the time. 

Jim and I discussed religion. It’s im- 
portant when you’re growing up. Jim’s a 
Protestant, though his mother’s a Catholic 
convert. You know, I think Jim’s favorite 
conversational topic is religion. And school. 

I'll graduate from the School for Young 
Professionals next January (I love all my 
men teachers, the women teachers are all 
so fussy), and brother, will I be happy! 
School’s a necessary evil in my book—but 
I plan to take college courses at night and 
study on my own afterward. 

Jim went to Harvard, quit in the middle 
of last year to see the world and explore 
it on his own. He couldn’t concentrate on 
his studies. 

“Why should I take up a seat and not 
let somebody else get into college?” was 
Jim’s comment. “I couldn’t concentrate on 
my studies. I was having trouble passing 
some of my courses, so I decided to get 
out for a while.” But, Jim says, he left 
school with the door open because he plans 
to return. 

We both read like crazy. Jim goes for 
the heavier stuff, the classics, and hi 
favorite writer is Nobel prize winner 
Albert Camus. 

Thomas Wolfe’s for me. This year I read 
his first novel, “Look Homeward, Angel,” 
and I walked around in a daze for days. 
Tony Perkins starred in the Broadway 
adaptation of it, and he walked away with 
all the drama critics reviews. “Look Home- 
ward, Angel” is so rich, so full of real 
people it makes you want to cry and 
laugh all at once. 

One thing I learned about Jim when 
we'd talk about books. He doesn’t like 
you to agree with him for the sake of 
agreeing. He likes you to have your own 
ideas. There was an interviewer on the 
set once who was going to write a story 
about Jim, and he kept agreeing with 
everything Jim was saying, and afterward 
Jim said, “What a dodo! Doesn’t have a 
mind of his own.” 

By now I guess you’ve learned Jim and 
I are friends, good ones. There’s not a 
smidge of romance between us, and by the 
time you read this, Jim and Joyce Bulifant, 
his schoolgirl sweetheart from Solebury 
School may be Mr. and Mrs. They’re both 
twenty and seriously considering knotting 
the tie that binds. 

What else is there to tell? I don’t know. 
What’s ahead? Who can tell? I hope a boy 
—! Don’t you love them? 

Marriage is something I’m beginning to 
wonder about. Like the Old Lady who 
lived in the shoe, I want to have a flock 
of children—so many I won’t know what 
to do. I want to live in an old, old house— 
they’re so much more dignified!—with 
lots of early American furniture: maple 
rockers and four poster beds and a spinning 
wheel in the front parlor. 

Till then, I figure there’s plenty of time 
ahead for daydreaming, eating sweets and 
mooning over men. 

What do you think? 

—By Caro, LYNLEY 
AS TOLD TO GEorGE CHRISTY 








v 


--+* 


JOHNNY LEVELS. 


Continued from page 53 


street, a group of girls darted through the 


crawling after-theater traffic and blocked 
his way to the U-I limousine. Utter panic 
flashed across John’s face. 

The girls lined up, dancing eagerly. One 
of them got his autograph, then ran back 
to the end of the line, giggling and fum- 
bling in her purse for another scrap of 
paper. When she reached the head of the 
line again and handed it to him, he looked 
at her and asked, “Didn’t I give you one 
before?” 

“What difference does that make?” she 
said blandly. “Don’t you know it’s people 
like myself who make you a star?” 

Genuinely upset, he signed the paper. 
“Now if you’ll excuse me,” he said. “I have 
to get to a radio show.” Through the car 
window, he waved at the fans as we 
inched away. When the car began mov- 
ing faster, he settled back with a sigh of 
relief. “She’s right, I know. And I am 
grateful. It’s just the ,screaming that 
bothers me, that’s all . 

The car had turned east, and New York 
became a ghost city as it went through 
the deserted night-time streets of the gar- 
ment district. “I’m glad we decided to 
talk in the car,” John said quietly, then 
lost himself in thought. 

“Do you mind stopping by my house in 
Brooklyn?” he suddenly asked. “I don’t 
think it’s out of the way.” 

As we drove, I asked him, “How did it 
feel the first time you returned to Brook- 
lyn as John Saxon?” 

John laughed quietly. “That seems like 
a long time ago. I was Carmen Orrico 
then. But I'd changed my name already. 
I was christened Carmine, and I guess I 
was thinking that Carmen Lombardo had 
done pretty well in show business. But 
‘John Saxon’? Sometimes he seems like a 
stranger to me. He was born ready-made 
out in Hollywood, something out of some- 
body else’s imagination, without any 
background or tradition. To myself, I’m 
still Carmine Orrico, and he has a real, 
definite, solid background, all right. There 
it is, on the other side of the bridge.” 

Brooklyn lay ahead. For a long while 
after crossing the river, John was silent— 
not moodily, but rather alert to his sur- 
roundings. Eventually he straightened at 
sight of a school building and pointed. 
“St. Catherine’s of Alexandria,” he said. 

“T guess the first day of school is a big 
day in everybody’s life. I certainly re- 
member mine! I was five years old, and 
I'd been looking forward to it—something 
new and exciting. My mother brought 
me. I was holding on to her hand, and 
she said, ‘Sister, this is my boy Carmine,’ 
then she went away and left me. 

“The sister must have smiled, but I 
don’t remember. I wasn’t looking at her 
face. I was just seeing those strange, 
long, black clothes and the white head- 
dress. ‘Has she got any hair?’ I asked one 
of the other kids. And they all laughed 
at me. I didn’t know any of them. 

“Of course, it was their first day, too, 
and they must have been as scared as I 
was. Later on, we got along all right. 
And the sister was a nice, kind woman, a 
good teacher. But from that day on, I 
never really liked school. It didn’t fright- 
en me afterwards—just bored me, mostly. 
In high school, there was an English 
teacher who was a favorite of mine, 
though. He opened up a new world for 


me—gave me odd things to read, like The | 


New Yorker. 


“But math—did I hate that! The old 
woman who taught it had a special thing 


about me, it seemed in those days. She | 
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was sure to ask me questions she knew I 
couldn’t answer. So do you know what I 
did?” John turned toward me, suddenly 
wry. “I cheated! If there was a quiz 
coming up, I’d look in the book and write 
the answers between my fingers. 

“Would I do it today? Id find better 
ways to cheat,” John laughed. “No. Seri- 
ously, I'd use that same time for studying, 
so I wouldn’t have to cheat. We do some 
pretty foolish things when we're very 
young, don’t we?” A street light flickered 
across his face, misted with thought and 
memory. “Like the time I had a crush 
on a girl for a whole year.” 

John Saxon chuckled at the young Car- 
mine Orrico. “I never said one word to 
her. I just looked and looked. She had 
red hair and a cute, turned-up nose, I re- 
member. Once, when we were going 
through the hall, she caught me looking at 
her. She smiled, but what did I do? 
Nothing, except turn the color of a fire 
engine. 

“I wasn’t shy with girls—no more than 
average, I mean. In fact, just before I fin- 
ished high school, there was one girl I 
dated pretty steadily. I remember one 
Saturday night . . . we were supposed to 
go to a dance. When I got to her house 
to pick her up, her mother told me she’d 
already gone out—with another boy. I 
couldn’t even pretend I’d just stopped by, 
because there I was, standing like a dope 
with a cellophane corsage box in my hand. 
‘Carmen,’ I said to myself, ‘you have been 
jilted, boy.’ She broke my heart, I guess 
you’d say” 

His eyes contradicted his light tone. “I 
can laugh about it now, but it wasn’t very 
funny at the time. Anyhow, it didn’t 
make me bitter toward women. They’re 
just so hard to understand sometimes... . 
Another time, after I got out of school, 
there was a girl in my neighborhood who 
acted as if she was fond of me. Id started 
to get modeling jobs by then, and she 
seemed to be really interested in my 
work. She went out of her way to tell me 
that she’d seen my picture in True Story. 
Well, we’d gone out together a few times, 
and one evening I was walking her home 
after the movies. It was a quiet street 
like this—we’re getting close to my old 
neighborhood now. I slipped my arm 
around her and gave her a kiss—very 
gentle, not much more than just friendly. 
And she slapped me!” 

He put his hand to his face as if he 
could still feel the hurt and surprise and 
bewilderment. “But I still wasn’t bitter.” 


e had said that twice, I realized, and I 
wondered whether he was thinking 
only of two girls that he had known 

in Brooklyn days. A few moments later, 
I said softly, “Penny for your thoughts.” 

“. . . What? Oh—I was just thinking 
about tomorrow. Tomorrow in general, I 
mean. It’s funny how many people you 
meet today, the places you go. Yet, when 
tomorrow comes, some of the people are 
gone and some of the places you'll never 
see again. And you’re caught in the mid- 
dle of it all.” 

Some of the people are gone .. . “Like 
Vicki Thal?” I wondered silently; I didn’t 
want to ask just then. 

He finally spoke, half to himself, as if 
genuinely trying to straighten out his 
thoughts by putting them into words. 
“Why do girls have to pretend so 
much? ... 

“When a girl is trying to push some 
quality forward for observation, I can 
usually tell. During my high school days, 
I saw so many of them take some sort of 
external thing from Marilyn Monroe or 
Elizabeth Taylor and try very hard to look 
and behave like them. Why do people al- 
ways want to be somebody else? Why do 
people copy others?” 





Suddenly, he laughed. “I’m a fine one to 
talk about pretending! See that church?” 
He pointed to a spire a block away, out- 
lined against the New York sky that is 
never truly dark. “That’s where I did 
my first acting—only I didn’t know it. I 
was about eight or nine, and I was crazy 
about a comic-strip hero called The Phan- 
tom. Sitting at mass with my folks, I 
imagined The Phantom and me flying into 
the church together, swooping around and 
astonishing everybody. ‘Hey, look!’ they’d 
say. ‘Look at Carmine Orrico!’ And then 
the two of us would settle down into the 
family pew, and I’d just sit there, very 
offhanded, as if I did this kind of thing all 
the time. That was imaginative acting! 
. . - Stop!” 

The driver pulled over to the curb. 
“Here?” 

“Just for a minute.” We had paused be- 
side a small ice-cream parlor, a perfectly 
ordinary neighborhood candy store. “This 
was my first hang-out,” John said. “I al- 
ways liked to watch people. Id peer into 
their faces here and try to understand 
them. I remember, I told my mother that 
if you look long enough into any woman’s 
face you'll see beauty there. She had no 
idea what I meant, and it wasn’t really 
clear to me, either, when I was a boy. All 
right, driver. Let’s go on now.” 

The car moved away from the candy 
store, but John turned his head, looking 
back toward his younger self and the 
lovely illusion in every woman’s face. 
“What I saw wasn’t beauty, I know now. 
It was a symbol of beauty. Today, I see 
other symbols when I look into people’s 
faces: what they are; what they’ve strug- 
gled to be and aren’t. Through them, I 
try to understand myself, too. I want to 
shed my skin and see what’s underneath!” 

Unwittingly, he was revealing a great 
deal about himself. Eager to learn more, 
I mentally noted the location of the candy 
store—Thirty-Eighth Street and Twelfth 
Avenue—and went back later to ask peo- 
ple who’d known John Saxon when he 
was Carmine or Carmen Orrico. “Funny 
thing about Carmen,” one young man told 
me. “If the bunch was crazy about some 
idea—he’d probably be cold on it. But he 
could have been the leader of our gang, if 
he’d been interested. That was because 
he could figure us out better than we 
could ourselves. In the corner poolroom, 
he used to win more money than any of 
the other guys. He wasn’t a particularly 
good player—he just knew who the good 
players were, better than they did them- 
selves—so he’d bet on them.” 

“Girls?” another boy said. “With looks 
like his—sure, Carmen went out with the 
girls. Only, you’d never hear about it 
from him. The rest of the guys would 
stand around on the corner and—you 
know—compare notes on our dates. But 
he never told tales. I guess he figured his 
dates were something between the girl 
and himself.” 

That explained a lot, I thought. John 
had talked to me frankly about girls he’d 
dated in Brooklyn—but they were un- 
known to me, and he had not mentioned 
their names or hinted at their identities in 
any way. When it came to Vicki Thal, 
however, here was a known person whose 
privacy must be guarded—and John Sax- 
on still would not tell tales. 

So I spoke very gently when I asked 
him, “Were you and Vicki married?” 

In spite of my delicacy, a dark shadow 
contorted his features. “I’m not married! 
I haven’t been married. And I don’t know 
when I will get married! I’m not seeing 
Vicki any more. There’s nothing to it.” 

He was silent for a moment. The car 
had stopped for a red light. The light 
went green, and I heard his muffled voice: 
“Nothing to it.” He faced toward me. “I’m 
just annoyed that everyone made such a 





mountain out of a molehill. Can’t any- 
thing ever be kept private?” 

gain, he was silent for a time, until he 

pointed down the street we were 

passing. “That’s where I was born— 
at home, not in a hospital.” A few blocks 
farther on, he said, “Would you slow 
down, please?” He was peering out of the 
cab at a house halfway along the block. 
“I want to see if my aunt’s looking out the 
window.” 

“At this time of night?” 

“What difference does time make? If 
she’s there, she’s there.” 

But not a light shone on the sleeping 
block. “Turn left at this corner, and left 
again at the next one. . . . Here’s my 
house. Be out in a minute.” 

It was one of a row of two-family brick 
houses, with iron fences enclosing the 
small front yards. John opened the gate, 
ran up a short flight of steps and went 
around to the back door, where the lights 
in the kitchen cast a cheery radiance on 
the neatly clipped grass. As he had prom- 
ised, he was back a moment later, with a 
yellow Western Union envelope in his 
hand. “They said I'd gotten a wire. 

“Nothing important.” He was reading 
the wire. and a special sort of smile 
curved his lips. “Just personal.” 

I thought I'd better not ask any more 
questions. As he folded the wire and 
tucked it into his pocket, I made a harm- 
less comment instead. “That’s a good- 
looking suit, Johnny.” 

He chuckled reminiscently. “When I 
first arrived in Hollywood, I only had two 
suits, and one of them was a terrible fit. 
Well, now I have four—and they all fit. I 
have a red MG, 1953 model and pretty 
scratched up, but still it’s an MG. I have 
a nice apartment, even if I do have trouble 
keeping it straight. Let’s face it—it’s pret- 
ty much of a shambles most of the time. 

“I tell you what I'd like to find now. 
I've been looking for a small house, real 
bachelor’s quarters, the kind I could close 
up and leave at a moment’s notice, in case 
I wanted to go back to Italy, for instance. 
That’s one of the most beautiful places in 
the world. I'd like my house to be very 
simply furnished—just enough for one 
person.” 

Goodbye Vicki Thal, I thought. He 
sounded defiant, reckless, eager. Okay— 
let’s see what happens next! That sort of 
attitude. 

John breathed out sharply and slapped 
his hands briskly on his knees. “I 
was named for my grandfather. He was 
a remarkable old man, but I never really 
understood or appreciated him until the 
time when I was new in Hollywood. It’s 
often that way. You have to get a long 
distance from a person or an experience 
before the whole meaning, the truth 
comes through to you. . 

“Grandpa must have loved me very 
much. I know that now. But when I was 
a kid I didn’t really like him. Maybe he 
scared me a little. He was a hot-tempered 
old man, an individualist, with a lot of 
strong opinions. He made his living do- 
ing odd jobs around .. . Let’s see, where 
are we?” John glanced at a corner street 
sign. “No, his neighborhood was back 
there, near where my people live. Grand- 
pa died a few years ago, before I’d gotten 
anywhere. But I don’t think he’d have 
been at all impressed with a grandson 
who was a movie actor. He went to the 
movies just once, stayed in the theater 
five minutes and then stomped out. When 
we asked him what he thought of the 
show, he growled, ‘All nonsense!’ And he 
wouldn’t look at television. ‘Silly black 
box,’ he called it. 

“At the time, that made me mad. I 
thought he was just being stubborn. But 
everything he said stayed with me some- 
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how. We were talking about religion once, 
and I said, ‘I can’t help it. I just don’t 
believe—’ 

“*Wait!’ my grandfather said. He put 
his hand on my arm. I can still see his 
eyes—dark and deep-set. ‘Don’t reject 
anything that fast,’ he told me. ‘Think. 
Learn. Maybe some time you'll find out 
you can accept it.’” 


“Tm still thinking. And 
learning, I hope. I don’t believe, but I 
don’t disbelieve, either. I should have 

known from that talk that Grandpa wasn’t 

just a bullheaded old man. His ‘stub- 
bornness’ was really integrity. Any opin- 
ions he had, no matter how unusual or 
unpopular they might have been, were his 
own, and he’d stand by them. 
came to me the first months in Hollywood. 

“There were times when I felt over- 
whelmed and unimportant. Then Id pic- 
ture Grandpa, and that would stiffen my 


ohn sighed. 


backbone. I'd think, ‘I can be an in- 
dividual, too. I can stand up for my own 
opinions.’ That’s how I wound up talking 


back at the president of U-I!” 

Shaking his head ironically, John asked, 
“Can you imagine a green kid doing a 
thing like that? Well, I’m not sorry. All 
I'd done in pictures was ‘Running Wild’ 
not much more than a bit—when they 
told me I was pretty well set for the part 
in ‘The Unguarded Moment,’ the psycho- 
pathic high school boy. I’d have to do a 
test first, they said. That made me hap- 
py, because the part sounded good, and I 
began studying and planning. Then I 
heard that the studio was testing six big- 
name actors for the same part. And I 
hadn’t heard a word about my test. 

“I blew my top! I barged over to the 
president’s office and demanded to see 
him. Of course, I was in no position to 
dictate terms to anybody. The secretary 
made me wait for an hour and an half. 
Believe me, by the time she said the 
president would see me I was boiling mad! 
I marched in and said, ‘I was given to un- 
derstand that I’d at least be tested for 
“Unguarded Moment.” If you won’t do 
that much, then there’s no future for me 
here. I may as well go back to New York.’ 

“The minute the words were out, the 
sound of them frightened me. But the 
president didn’t blow his stack. He just 
sat there looking at me quizzically. ‘All 
right, Johnny,’ he said. ‘Cool off. You'll 
get your test.’ And I got it. Even if 
Grandpa thought the movie business was 
nonsense, I don’t think he’d have been 
ashamed of me that day.” 

“He’d have been proud,” I said. 

“Well, I don’t know. . . . Sometimes I 
don’t feel so sure of myself, even now.” 

Around us, the houses had thinned out; 
across the open lots between them a wind 
blew gently off the bay. As the car turned 
in toward the big structure of the Town 
and Country Club, from which the Barry 
Gray show is broadcast, John said, “Here 
we are. Oh, I'll be all right when I’m on 
the air. That’s part of my work. But 
sometimes when I wake up in the morn- 
ing, I have the most awful, helpless feel- 
ing. Soon as I step under the shower, it 
goes away. The water’s bouncing off me, 
and I think, ‘Okay—bring on another day! 
Make it something different—a tough job, 
a new challenge. I’m set for it!’ But for 





those first few moments after I open my | 


eyes—” He hunched up his shoulders. “I 
wish I was off on a desert island.” 

“By yourself?” I asked slily. 

And then I regretted my attempt at hu- 
mor, for John said slowly, “No. With my 
ex-girlfriend.” 

However jauntily he carried it, John’s 
torch was showing. THE END 


JOHN STARS IN U-I’'S “SUMMER LOVE” AND 
“THE WONDERFUL YEARS.” 
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‘... HOW CAN 
[ CHOOSE?” 


Continued from page 44 


Daddy, come quick, something terrible has 
happened. Don’t ask any questions, Daddy, 
just hurry, please.” 

And then, right after hanging up, she 
suddenly thought: “But how does he know 
our house number? We just moved in 
Tuesday.” 

She went outside and waited on the 
front steps, watching for his car. And it 
was lucky she had, because it turned out 
Dad didn’t know the number. 

But when he got out of the car, he didn’t 
seem the least bit upset. All he said was, 
“Cherie, I’m coming,” and as she turned to 
run into the house to tell Mother—she 
hadn’t told her that she’d telephoned Dad— 
he called, “Wait a minute, Baby,” and he 
caught up with her and they went up the 
stairs together to mother’s bedroom. 

She remembered seeing Johnny on his 
back on the floor. All she could say was, 
“I did it Daddy, I did it, but I didn’t mean 
to. I meant to frighten him. He was going 
to hurt Mummy.” And then Mother started 
to explain. 

Afterward Dad put his arm around her 
and said quietly, “Cherie, I would have 
done the same thing. Everything’s going 
to be all right. Let’s go into your room and 
you put your head on my shoulder and 
have a good, long cry. Then, let’s have a 
real talk together. You'll see, we'll work 
it out together.” 

And she knew, with Daddy there, she 
and Mother could... . 


he wondered now, as she sat, watch- 

ing Judge Lynch flip through some 

typewritten papers, whether, if Mum- 
my, Daddy and she were always together, 
they would have these problems. Once a 
lady columnist asked her: “Is your mother 
going to remarry your father, Cheryl?” 
Until then, she had never thought about it. 
As long back as she could think, the three 
of them had never been together. 

She never asked Mother or Dad about 
the lady. There was one time when Mother 
took her and Lynn and Zan Barker to 
Daddy’s restaurant for a treat, and she 
remembered how Dad watched them and 
when Mother looked up and smiled he 
came right over and sat down with them. 
That’s what gave her the idea to ask Dad 
about the lady’s questions. 

She had it all planned, once, one Satur- 
day morning, when she was going down- 
town to meet Dad for lunch at his restau- 
rant. They were going to celebrate over 
her report card. Dad met her, pretending 
to be casual like usual, but she knew he 
was pleased by the way he grinned. 

They sat down at their favorite booth, 
the one in the far off corner—just the two 
of them—and talked. 

She never did ask Dad about what the 
columnist had said. She couldn’t remember 
why. Maybe she had just forgotten, and 
then, later she thought maybe Daddy 
wouldn’t want to be asked. 

Thinking back, she smiled. Horses or 
school, that’s what she and Dad usually 
talked about. Just like last Sunday when 
he visited her at Juvenile Hall: “I’d like 
to get on a horse and ride far away,” she 
had told him. And he had understood what 
she meant. He ’most always did. 

She never told him, but yet he guessed 
and knew, that sometimes she felt lonely. 
And one time when she had said, “I don’t 
think Mummy loves me,” he had been very 
firm. “You’re not being fair, Cherie,” he 
had told her. “You know what your mother 


once told me? She said, ‘Every hour I 
spend with Cheryl is more precious.’ 

“Now, you’re a big girl and—even now 
—Mother has never left you alone, has 
she?” 

And it was true. Thinking back, she 
could never remember being left by her- 
self—not one evening. 

This was one of the things Mother and 
Johnny had discussed that night, when 
they argued, and Johnny was mad because 
he thought Mother was going to dinner 
without him. 

“How could I go out to dinner?” Mummy 
had said. “The maid doesn’t live in, and if 
I were going out, I would have to arrange 
with Mother so that she could either come 
to the house or Cheryl could go to her be- 
cause she has never been left alone. . . .” 


other was always worried about her 

being alone. “I want her to have a 

real home with brothers and sisters 
and a father,” she had said to Grandma 
when she called from Italy to tell them she 
and Lex were going to be married. “Lex 
knows how to handle children—he has two 
of his own.” 

“And you'll have a stepsister, Lynn, 
who’s your own age,” Mother had told her, 
“and you can go to boarding school to- 
gether and be in the same class. Cheryl,” 
she had added. “You'll never be lonely 
again.” 

It was exciting flying to Turin, Italy for 
the wedding and meeting her new brother 
and sister and father. She’d called Lex Po 
right from the start. It was the closest to 
Pop. Since she called Father Pop or Dad- 
dy she didn’t want to hurt his feelings. 

Lex was fun, she thought. When some- 
times Mother was strict, he would say: 
“But let’s hear Cheryl’s side of the story.” 
Like the time she wanted to go on the 
Girl Scout camping weekend at Big Bear. 

“You’re not old enough to be away on 
a weekend,” Mother had insisted when she 
stopped by after class at the studio and 
told her about the camping trip. 

But when they reached home, Po came 
to her support: “Why not?” he wanted to 
know. “It'll be great fun for her.” 

And ‘finally Mother did give in. “All 
right, Cheryl, you can go. I’ll take the 
stationwagon and drive you and your 
friends up myself.” Afterwards the kids 
had said how much fun Mother was and 
she felt so proud. She’d told them: “You’d 
really like my Mummy if you knew her.” 

Mother was fun when she was happy, 
and she seemed happiest when she ex- 
pected the baby. , 

“Guess what, Cheryl?” she had said one 
weekend when she returned home from 
school. “Come on upstairs. I have some- 
thing exciting to tell you.” And she learned 
that she was going to have a sister or a 
brother. 

“Oh, I hope it’s a brother,” was all she 
could say. 

Grandma, she had noticed, was the only 
one who didn’t seem happy, and it was 
then that Grandma explained all about 
how her Mother had almost died when she 
was born. 

“But how?” she had asked. And Grand- 
ma answered all her questions. 

“Yes, even when the doctor had told 
your Mother she might die, she insisted: 
‘I don’t care. I want her. I love her. I’m 
going to have my baby, no matter what 
happens.” And she learned that for three 
months before she was born her Mother 
had been almost completely blind. 

After that, and when Mother lost the 
baby, whenever she did anything wrong, 
she felt upset inside about hurting Mother 
. . . like the time she didn’t go back to 
Sacred Heart Academy and all the news- 
papers called up Mother and Dad and 
wrote it up and Mother was so upset. 





I’'d do anything to make up for it, she 
thought, as she turned and looked at her 
mother beside her, looking anxious but 
lovely in a beige shantung suit-dress. 
“Mummy looks prettiest in beige,” she 
thought. 

Everyone thought Mother was glamor- 
ous and talked about her. In school, the 
kids didn’t know she knew, but she knew 
they talked about her mother and when 
she came in they’d be quiet—awrfully quiet 
—right away and she’d know they didn’t 
want her to hear. 

Not until the past weeks did she tell 
Mother that’s why she didn’t want to go 
back to Sacred Heart. And Mother had 
said: “Cheryl, you must always tell me 
how you feel. I could have arranged earlier 
to have you go to a local school and come 
home nights. I never want you to be hurt.” 

Lately, ever since Europe and their 
Christmas holiday, she and mother had 
been closer than they had ever been. She 
had written Johnny to tell him: “Mother 
and I really had a wonderful time in Eu- 
rope. I can’t remember when we’ve been 
that close. .. .” 

She wanted him to know because she 
had once told him she didn’t think Mother 
really wanted to be with her and he had 
suggested that maybe she’d like to live 
with his stepmother in Woodstock, Illinois. 
It was after some girl at school had shown 
her a newspaper clipping saying her Moth- 
er didn’t plan to bring her over to Europe, 
where she was making “Another Time, 
Another Place,” for the holidays. But she 
had and they were together. 

When Mother returned from abroad, 
from making the picture, they were just 
as close. Mother had even taken her to the 
Academy Awards Dinner. 

They’d stayed with Grandma until their 
new Bedford Drive house was ready. She 
had had some dental surgery done and had 
to stay in bed and Mother cared for her 
since Grandma was working. 


he remembered Johnny came over one 

afternoon while she was sick and she 

heard him shouting. Mother kept say- 
ing: “Will you please keep your voice 
down? Cheryl’s door is open.” And when 
she called, she noticed Mother was trying 
very hard not to cry as she fixed the solu- 
tion for her throat. 

Later on, she asked: “Mother, I over- 
heard some of those things today. Why 
does Johnny say such things to you? Why 
don’t you just tell him that you’re finished? 
Are you afraid of him?” 

“I’m deathly afraid of him,” Mother had 
answered. 

And she had found out then what hap- 
pened in London ... all about Johnny’s 
ae and what he said about crippling 

er. 

She couldn’t understand why her Mother 
couldn’t stop seeing him, but Mummy just 
kept saying, “Cheryl, it isn’t that easy.” 

And all she could answer was, “Don’t 
worry, Mother. I won’t be far away.” 

She wasn’t ashamed to tell the lawyers 
later, “I feel so sorry for Mummy but I 
did it to protect her. I love her more than 
anything.” Because she did. 

The clerk called Mother’s name and 
signalled for her to step forward. As she 
got up from her chair, Mr. Giesler, Mom- 
my’s lawyer who’d been so helpful dur- 
ing the past weeks, leaned over and patted 
her shoulder as though to say: “It'll be 
all right.” 

All she could think of was that last visit 
at Juvenile Hall when Mother had said so 
gaily: “Just wait until after the hearing, 
Cheryl. First thing we'll do is go to a 
drive-in for supper and then see ‘South 
Pacific.” You'll love it.” That’s a funny 
thing to think of now, she said to her- 
self. 
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She 
meant by “unfit” . 
want to cry whenever she heard it. 


couldn’t understand what they 
. but still it made her 
“How 
could anyone say such things about 
Mommy and Daddy?” she’d asked herself 
over and over. “What do they know?” 

Once during the hearing, Judge Lynch 
was discussing her with a probation offi- 
cer, and Daddy jumped up, almost knock- 
ing over his chair, and said loudly: “I am | 
perfectly willing and able at any time to 
take care of my daughter.” | 

Now Judge Lynch was talking to Moth- | 
er. Poor Mommy, standing there nerv- | 
ously twisting her lace handkerchief, her | 
voice so soft it could hardly be heard. | 

The Judge must have asked: “Are you | 
going to continue acting or can you ar- | 
range to spend more time with your 
daughter?” . . . because Mother was say- | 
ing, “I wish I could say that I had enough 
money put away so that I wouldn’t have 
to work. But I don’t. I must continue 
acting. It’s the only work I know and I 
have been the sole support of my daughter 
and my mother.” 





hen it was her turn. The clerk called | 


her name: “Cheryl Crane.” Suddenly 

she was scared, her heart pounding so 
hard it thumped in her ears. She sat there 
desperately thinking: Maybe if I don’t 
answer he'll skip me and call on someone 
else. It was just like in school when the 
teacher called on you and you didn’t know 
the answer. 
something would happen—that somebody 
else would stand up and the teacher would 
forget about you. She wished she wasn’t 
always so shy—she could never talk to 
people like Mommy could—and now there 
were so many people looking at her. 

Daddy noticed how pale and trembly 
she was and put his hand on her arm to 
steady her. As she stood up, her full skirt 
caught on a corner of the wooden chair, 
making it clatter. She blushed feeling so 
big and awkward. Then Mommy reached 
out, touched her hand and smiled reas- 
suringly. 

She couldn’t remember walking to the | 
front of the courtroom but there she 
was—standing in front of the Judge. Self- 
consciously she tried to brush the wrinkles | 
from her dress .. . I must make a good 
impression on the Judge, she’d been think- | 
ing all morning. .. . maybe it'll help Mother 
and Daddy. 

The Judge smiled down at her kindly 
and she felt a little better. The probation 
officer had said he would be nice—that 
he had two children of his own. 

“I have in mind that probably something 
could be worked out where you could be 
placed under another name when you go 
to school. What would you think about 
that, Cheryl?” 

She took a deep breath to keep her voice 
from trembling. Mommy had once said 
that’s what actors and actresses do when 
they’re scared. “No,” she answered. She 
was surprised when she heard her voice— 
it sounded so strong. 

“You don’t want that?” asked Judge 


Lynch. “You’d rather stay here? And 
fight it out?” 

“Yes, definitely,” she had repeated 
firmly. 


“That’s courage,” the Judge said. 

Later he had told her: “Just try and for- 
get all this bother and publicity. Do you 
think you can do that?” 

“Tll try,” she said, thinking: “I can do 
anything if only I can be with Mommy 
and Pops.” 

Then Judge Lynch said she could go 
back to her seat. She didn’t look at any- 
one as she walked back, she was afraid 
she might not have said the right things. 
She sat down and waited. It was almost time 
for the Judge to announce his decision. 
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Your Perspiration 


By Valda Sherman 


Did you know there are two kinds of perspiration? 
“Physical,” caused by work or exertion; and “nervous,” 
stimulated by emotional excitement. 


Doctors say this “emotional perspiration” is the big 
offender in underarm stains and odor. It is caused by 


special glands that are bigger, more powerful, pour out more perspiration. 
And this kind of perspiration causes the most offensive odor. 


Science has discovered that a deodorant needs a special ingredient 
specifically formulated to overcome this offensive “emotional perspiration” 


odor. And now it’s here... 


the remarkable ingredient Perstop*—the most 


effective, yet the gentlest odor-stopping ingredient ever discovered—and 
available only in the new cream deodorant ARRID. 


Use ARRID daily and you'll be amazed how quickly this new ARRID with 
Perstop* penetrates deep into the pores and stops this “emotional perspi- 
ration” odor. Stops it as no roll-on, spray-on, or stick could ever do. 


You rub ARRID in—rub perspiration out . 


. . rub ARRID in—rub odor out. 


When the cream vanishes, you know you are safe, even when you are 
nervous or stimulated by emotional excitement. Doctors have proved 


that this new ARRID with Perstop* 
all leading deodorants tested. 


Remember —nothing protects you like a cream... 


is actually 11% times as effective as 


and no cream pro- 


tects you like ARRID with Perstop*. So don’t be half-safe. Be completely 
safe. Use ARRID with Perstop* to be sure. Only 43¢ plus tax. 


*Carter Products trademark for sulfonated hydrocarbon surfactants. 


MAKE BIG MONEY FAST! 


Send me your name and address today on a posteard. I will 
send you FREE information telling you how to make BIG 
MONEY in your spare time by helping us take orders for 
magazine subscriptions in your neighborhood. Send name 
and address to: Maefadden Publications, 205 East 42 St., 
New York 17, N. Y. There is no obligation! 


© SALE 


Any Photo, 
Snapshot’ 
or Negative 


ENLARGED 
& COLORED 
IN OILS 


Don’t miss this sale of sales, 
Send cash or Money Order. In- 
clude color of hair, eyes and 
clothes. Your original returned. 
We pay postage. 


TREASURE PHOTO SERVICE, INC. 
Dept. AA, 1180 Broadway, New York 1, N. Y. 


Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 
Stops Itch— Relieves Pain 


For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place. 

Most amazing of all—results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne* )—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
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SONG POEMS WANTED 


To be set to music. Send your poems today fof free 
examination! 

J. CHAS. McNEIL, 
1112 MG Wilshire Bivd. 


(A. B. Master of Music) 
Santa Monica, Calif. 























GET RID of Dark or 
Oily Skin, Ugly Pimples, 
Freckles— FAST! 
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Famous Mercolized Wax Cream 


Clears Skin While You Sleep... 
Follow this simple 7 NIGHT PLAN for 
whiter, clearer skin. Use medicated Merco- 

lized Wax Cream each night 

y for 1 week—then see how/fast 

dark skin, freckles lighten, 

oily shine vanishes, embar- 
rassing pimples clear away! Not 
|B cover-up, Mercolized Wax | 
Sream works under skin surface | 
for quick sure results. Start using Merco- 
lized Wax Cream now. Sold on money back guarantee. 
MERCOLIZED WAX CREAM 
AT ALL DRUG AND COSMETIC COUNTERS 












Pain, Burning, Tenderness 
on Bottom of Feet? 


Apply one of these heart-shaped, | 
Super-Soft, cushioning pads of { 
Dr. Scholl’s and you’ll have super- } 
fast relief. They also remove 
callouses one of the fastest ways 
known to Medical Science. Get a 
box today! Sold everywhere. 


D! Scholls Zino-pads 
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HERE’S PRACTICAL HELP FOR 


Young Mothers 


Here at last is a wonderful, wonderful book for 
parents—-and expectant parents. It is an excep- 
tionally helpful book because it tells you exactly 
what to do in a given situation—and when to do 


it. Between the covers of this book is the latest | 
information on infant and child care. Written 
entirely by three experienced doctors, this book 
answers clearly and intimately the questions 


asked most often by mothers. It is not designed 
to take the place of your baby’s doctor, but it 
will give you the helpful information that you 
will need before you call him. 


PARTIAL LIST OF CONTENTS 


Accident Prevention Mumps 

Allergies Premature Babies 
Bed-wetting Polio | 
Common Cold Sex Education 

Coughing Sleep 

Discipline Teeth 

Ears Temper Tantrums 


Eating Habits Thumbsucking 


You will refer to this book over and over again. 
It will save you time and worry. Get your copy 
right now. 


AT ALL BOOKSTORES 


OR MAIL THIS COUPON NOW 


Bartholomew House, Inc., Dept. WG1058 | 
205 East 42 St., New York 17, N.Y. | 
Send me a copy of INFANT AND CHILD | 
CARE. I enclose O $1 paperbound O $2.95 | 
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Yes, now you can destroy unwanted hair 
BPERMANENTLY, right in the privac 
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fof your home! Mahler is 
§NOT a depilatory! 
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Byal 
following 
our directions, you too, 
can use the Mahler .afely 
and efficiently. Send 5c today for 
important new booklet ‘New Radiant Beauty’. 
MAHLER’S, INC. Dept. §08-V, PROVIDENCE 15, rll 
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YO U He Our high royalty—low subsidy 
complete program can help you 
join Comet's list of widely 
recognized and successful | 

BOOK authors. Send for FREE copy of | 
How To Publish Your Book. 


CAN BE COMET PRESS BOOKS 


Dept.WG10,200VarickSt.,N.Y.14 


PUBLISHED! 


FOR YOUR 
CHILD'S 


dren’s photos, ages 1 
mo. to 18 yrs. Cash payments made if used ~ 
for advertising. Hundreds selected every © 
month. Send 1 smali photo for approval. © 
Print child’s & mother’s name, address 
on back. Returned 2 weeks. No Obligation. “9. 
ADVERTISERS PHOTOS <> 
6000-HX Sunset, Hollywood 28, Calif. 





































MAKE $50-$60 A WEEK 


4 Choice of full-time or part-time careers: 
practical nurse, nurse's aide, hospital 
attendant, infant nurse, nurse-compan- 
ion, doctor's office, ete. Big demand. 
You learn at home in spare time. Course 
supervised by doctor. Thousands suc- 
cessful. For men and women, 18 to 60, 
beginners and experienced. High school not required. Earn 
while you learn. Certificate and Nurse's Pin awarded. Easy 
payments. Trial plan. First lesson FREE! 


LOUISE PETERSEN, Registrar, Career Institute 
Dept. N-210, 30 East Adams St., Chicago 3, Ill. 


Please send FREE first lesson and 
full information by return mail! 
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The minute hand on the big wall clock 
moved, shattering the quiet with its me- 
chanical click. She looked up .. . almost 
1:30 . . . they’d been there 90 minutes. 

Then the Judge began to _ speak: 
“... This Court grants temporary custody 
of Cheryl Crane to Mrs. Mildred Turner. 
. . . The Probation officers will determine 


| the number of visits Mr. Crane and Miss 


Turner can have with their daughter each 
week. We will decide at a later time 
who will be granted permanent custody. 
The Court’s decision will be guided by the 


| testimony of Probation Officers who have 


conducted an intensive investigation of 
her home life and by Cheryl’s own de- 
sires.” 


Then the Judge rose and everyone 


| stood up as he walked out of the room. 


Suddenly the Courtroom was filled with 
the sound of voices and chairs scraping as 
people moved forward to say congratula- 
tions. 

Grandma rushed to Mommy and put her 
arms around her. They both tried hard 
to smile, then broke into tears. Mr. Gies- 
ler and Mommy’s other lawyers stood si- 
lently at her side. 

She looked up and saw Daddy, white- 
faced and unsmiling, his lips pressed tight- 
ly together, walk alone to the far corner 


| of the courtroom. She tried to catch his 
' attention across the room, to smile and 


try to make him feel better by letting him 
know she remembered what he’d said: 
“Cherie, baby, we have a theatre date the 
very first night you’re free.” 

Grandma, who was to take care of her 
now, stood by her side but they didn’t 
talk for fear they might cry. Then Mrs. 


Jeannette Muhlbach, the probation officer 
who was more like a friend after this 
morning’s drive from Los Angeles, took 
her hand and the three of them left the 
room. 

As she went downstairs from the second 
floor courtroom, the reporters and pho- 
tographers were waiting but the deputy 
sheriffs cleared a path for them. She 
hardly noticed the brief flashes from the 
camera lightbulbs as they walked through. 

She turned around for a last look back 
and saw the newspapermen making a 
circle around Daddy and his lawyers. Pop 
just shrugged and said to them: “I’m too 
upset to talk.” But Arthur Crowley, his 
attorney, interrupted, saying: “Of course 
Mr. Crane is very happy with the decision. 
It’s a great relief to both parents to have 
their daughter out of Juvenile Hall.” 

Outside they walked through the crowds 
toward one of the cars waiting at the curb. 
The reporters caught up with Mommy just 
as she was about to step into a green lim- 
ousine and she could hear them asking: 
“Would you like the girl returned to 
you?” Trying to smile cheerfully, Momm 
answered: “Wouldn’t any mother? .. .” 

Their limousine started and she leaned 
back against the smooth leather of the 
car, staring out at the people, the build- 
ings and the cool Pacific water. How can I 
choose between Mummy and Daddy? she 
asked herself. I wonder what the court 
will decide. 

In three weeks from now, Cheryl Crane 
will know. —G. DIVAS 
LANA TURNER STARS IN UNIVERSAL-INTER- 
NATIONAL’S “IMITATION OF LIFE” 





DORIS LAUGHS 


Continued from page 39 


Doris Day clambered down from the cab 
of a locomotive and collapsed, laughing, 
against the strong shoulder of her hus- 
band, Marty Melcher. 

“Whew! What a scene that was!” she 
said. “Bet you didn’t know you married 
a locomotive-hopper!” 

“Nope.” he grinned, putting his arm 
around her. “A mean tennis player—yes. 
A sensational volley ball star—yes. A 
locomotive-hopper—never!” 

Marty wasn’t half so surprised as we 
were, standing nearby, invited by Colum- 
bia to take in the location doings at Ches- 
ter, Conn., on “Miss Casey Jones.” We just 
stood there with our mouths open, gap- 
ing, for once at a total loss for words. 

We were so stunned we couldn’t come 
out with the question that’s been in 
everybody’s mind: Are those newspaper 
reports that Doris is expecting a baby in 
November true? If so, how in the world 
can she go jumping around on a moving 
train in that delicate condition? And so 
we asked a studio representative who was 
standing nearby. 

The representative spoke bluntly: 
“Don’t ask Doris about the baby story. It 
might upset her.” 

Well, there was one person we could 
ask: Marty Melcher—big, stalwart, effi- 
cient Marty, a true partner after Doris’ 
two unhappy marriages. Marty—always 
eager to act as a protective buffer between 
his wife and any unpleasantness. He was 
a smart business man and a straight- 
shooter, too—not one to hand out a lot of 
double talk. 

And so, cornered by us, when Doris 
went back before the cameras, Marty met 
the question head-on. “The story is not 


_ true,” he declared flatly. 


“Then how did it ever get started?” 


Marty’ shrueved helplessly. “Who 
knows? But Doris was pretty upset by it.” 

Was it the truth? 

Considering Doris’ whole situation, it 
was easy to see why the question would 
affect her deeply. By the first of her 
youthful marriages, she has a fine son, 
Terry, who is now sixteen. The birth of 
a second child after so many years would 
be a great event in any woman’s life. For 
Doris and Marty, the prospect would be 
so overwhelming that she might well be 
too sensitive to discuss it at all. 

So the reasonable approach, we decided, 
was the indirect one, through people who 
had worked closely with Doris during this 
crucial period of rumors. 


he kindly wardrobe woman working on 

“Miss Casey Jones,” a motherly-looking 

lady with a mouthful of pins, was fit- 
ting a costume on a form labeled “Doris 
Day.” As she pinned the fabric to this 
figure, most exactly modeled to Doris’ 
current measurements, she said, “Well, yes. 
Doris has put on a little weight. And it’s 
a good thing! When she started this movie, 
she’d just done two others in a row, with 
no rest in between. That’s enough to take 
weight off anybody, I can tell you. 

“But she’s smart, Doris is. She crammed 
in calories like crazy, to build up her 
strength. She never did have a diet prob- 
lem, and she loves to eat. ‘I sure have 
a ball with that soda fountain we just had 
installed in our new house,’ Doris told me 
at a fitting one day. She’s always had a 
sweet tooth, and she’s crazy about choco- 





In November PHOTOPLAY 
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late malts and fancy sundaes. Good thing, 
I'd say.” 

If anyone should know about changes 
in a star’s figure—how much and where— 
it’s a wardrobe woman. So that took care 
of the extra-weight angle. 

Now how about such familiar problems 
as an occasional feeling of queasiness? 
we wondered next. During the shooting of 
a movie, a script girl must keep constant 
check on each detail of a star’s appear- 
ance, to make sure that shots match, even 
when one scene takes several days of pro- 
duction time. When we asked the script 
girl on “Miss Casey Jones” she laughed, 
“T’ll never forget Doris and those lobsters! 
You know, she plays a woman who owns 
a lobster business, so she had to face up 
to crates of those big, fishy-smelling 
things—live and crawling. And in the 
picture she’s even supposed to have a pet 
lobster named Sam, who follows her 
around. And she picks him up!” 

There had been no mention of preg- 
nancy rumors; the script girl herself 
hinted at the subject. “Well, I read the 
gossip columns, of course. So I admit I 
wondered how Doris would react to this 
scene. There was a man in the lobster 
business, who had supplied these things 
for the picture and knew how to handle 
them. ‘Miss Day,’ he said, ‘you pick him 
up like this.’ Then he hesitated and said, 
‘If it’s too much for you, ma’am, maybe 
the studio people could rig up a fake 
one.’” 

Giggling herself at the recollection, the 
script girl continued. “Doris just burst out 
laughing and reached for that big, wrig- 
gling thing. ‘C’mon, Sam,’ she said. ‘Let’s 
get acquainted.’ 

The script girl shook her head admir- 
ingly and said, “She’s a real pro—a pleas- 
ure to work with. After that, it got cold 
and clear and we did the lobster scene on 
the beach. And she worked all through 
one chilly night, there on the shore, and 
just laughed about it. She has a wonder- 
ful laugh, you know, the kind that makes 
everybody else feel like joining in.” 

Slyly, the script girl added, “Now, does 
that sound like a girl who’s ‘in a family 
way?” And then answered her own ques- 
tion: “I don’t think so.” 

Yes, we saw the answer with our own 
eyes, too. There, on location in Connecticut, 
Doris Day was playing Miss Casey Jones 
right to the hilt, clambering around on the 
cab of a locomotive. 

And so we drew CONCLUSION NUM- 
BER 1: There is no baby in the Marty 
Melchers’ near future. 


hat settled, we decided to look into 

Rumor Number 2, the stories that have 

been circulating around that her 
brother’s death has pushed Doris close to 
a nervous breakdown. A studio man who 
had worked with her on many pictures 
was our first target. 

“Yes,” he said, “Paul’s death hit Doris 
very hard. He was her only brother, you 
know, and as kids they were very close. 
It was the first break in her family, too— 
her mom and dad are both living, hale and 
hearty. You know, Doris isn’t the snooty 
type, who sashays off to her dressing room 
the minute the cameras stop turning. No, 
she’ll stay on the set, munching candy 
bars and yacking it up with the crew. 

“But this time it was different,” he con- 
fided. “She’d just sit. Her thoughts seemed 
to be miles away. She wouldn’t see the 
press. And sometimes she’d cry. We got 
kind of scared. We thought, maybe she’s 
making herself sick. Like that time back 
in 1954—remember? When she was afraid 
she had cancer? Then it turned out that 
all she needed was a very minor opera- 
tion, and right away, she was her old self 
again.” 

Nearby was seated a woman friend of 


Doris’, from Beverly Hills. We introduced 
ourselves and asked about the rumor. 
“Nonsense!” she exploded. “Of course, 
Paul’s death affected her very much. He 
was much more than just a brother to her. 
She often told me how, when she was lit- 
tle, she idolized Paul. She always wanted 
to be wherever he was, and do whatever 
he did. 

“She used to pester him to let her play 
football with his gang. And when he fi- 
nally said, ‘Okay, Doke. Come on,’ that 
was the biggest thrill in her life. For the 
first time, she felt accepted. She knocked 
herself out, and collected any number of 
bruises and bloody noses, and the impor- 
tant thing was that Paul never tried to 
butt in or brush her off. He understood 
how much it meant to her. 

“And Paul was only three years older 
than Doris,” the woman added. “Isn’t it 
always an especially hard blow when 
death comes to someone so young?” 

We located a grip on the set and cor- 
nered him with the same question. 

“Sure Doris cried. Who wouldn’t cry 
over the loss of a close brother? But I’ve 
worked with her before, and I knew that 
she’s a very emotional girl. When she’s 
happy about something, she cries. And 
when she’s unhappy, she cries, too. But 
no more than any other movie star. I 
think this whole thing’s been exaggerated. 

“About not giving any interviews? Sure, 
that’s true, too. But that poor kid was so 
completely pooped at the end of a full 
day’s shooting that none of us could blame 


her. It was all she could do to keep her 
energy up for the part. And she couldn’t 
have been nicer to her co-workers 


through it all.” 

An extra standing nearby added, “Doris 
had something else to see her through, 
too, you know. Her religious faith is very 
strong, very real. That is such a comfort 
in time of loss.” 

And we remembered something Doris 


had said not long ago and deeply as she felt | 
Paul’s loss, it didn’t seem likely that, after | 


her experience in 1954, Doris would ever 
again give way to despondency to the 
point of becoming ill. “I learned then,” 
she said, “that the only thing that made 
me sick was fear.” 

CONCLUSION NUMBER 2: Doris is a 
fighter. Never count her out. Photoplay 
says, there is no truth to those ill-health 
rumors. Doris is healthy and she is happy 
She has three things very dear to her: her 
family, her career and her faith. 


Dry found that faith the hard way, it 
is true. In a strange way, too. A way 

that, perhaps, has made it all the 
stronger. And curiously, it came as a re- 
sult of the breakup of her second marriage 
to George Weidler, a Hollywood saxa- 
phonist. Theirs was a young, romantic 
dream that faded fast, jinxed by separa- 
tions. The last parting came when they 
were broke. Doris had to leave their little 
trailer in Hollywood to take a job in New 
York. George wrote her that he didn’t 
want to go on with the marriage. 

She was heartbroken. But time had a 
way of easing the hurt and Doris was able 
to pick up the pieces of her life and con- 
tinue—alone. 

It wasn’t until a long time later, their 
first meeting after the divorce had be- 
come final, that a strange thing happened. 
Purely by chance, she met George one day 
in Hollywood. Over a cup of coffee, they 
talked like old friends. 


“You’ve changed,” she told him. “You 
seem so different.” 
Then he told her why. How he had 


found religious faith, and it had given 
him a new outlook on life, new hope for 
the future. 

Outwardly, her own future at the time 
looked glorious. “I’ve made a few success- 


YOUNG MOTHER DELIGHTED 
WITH BODY SKIN 
AFTER PREGNANCY 


MOTHERS pe 
FRIENDs | 
helped 

keep it firm 
yet elastic 
through the 
waiting months 


Feel your best! Every day as your 
figure starts to change, massage 
your body skin with MOTHERS 
FRIEND. Smooth away that dry, 
tight-skin feeling. This refreshing 
lotion tones your skin. Helps keep 
it firm yet elastic during your 
pregnancy. And, after your baby 
comes, see if you’re not delighted 
to find your body skin just as you 
hoped it would be—smooth, firm 
... lovely. MOTHERS FRIEND 
soothes those nagging aches in 
back and legs, too. Do try it. 
It’s made only for 
expectant mothers 
... been used by 
millions. At drug 
stores everywhere. 


5.5.5. COMPANY 


Atlanta, Georgia 


| Doctor’s New Fast Relief 


A wonderful new 
| relief for Bunions ¢ 
| and Enlarged Joints , 
is here— . 

Dr. Scholl’s FOAM-EASE Bunion Shield. 
Made of soft, cushioning Latex Foam. Loops 
over toe. Stops painful shoe friction, lifts pressure. 
Preserves shape of shoe. Flesh color, washable. 
Sizes, Small, Medium, Large. $1.50 each. If not 
obtainable at your Drug, Shoe or Department 
Store, send $1.50 with pencil outline of foot. 
DR. SCHOLL’S, Dept. B-6, Chicago 10, IMinois 
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If they are, use Siroil. For 
25 years psoriasis sufferers 
have learned that Siroil 
tends to remove those un- 
sightly crusts and scales. 
If lesions recur, light ap- 
plications of Siroil help 
control them. Siroil won't 
stain clothing or bed 
linens. Offered on 2-weeks- 
satisfaction - or - money - 
2 refunded basis. 
Write for NEW FREE BOOKLET 
written by REGISTERED PHYSICIAN 


NEW BOOKLET 
answers 30 
most-asked questions 
about psoriasis. 


AT ALL DRUG STORES 


| SIROIL LABORATORIES, INC. 
Dept. M-94 Santa Monica, Calif. 
| Please send me your new FREE booklet on PSORIASIS. | 
| NAME = | 
Please Print 
| ADDRESS. | 
Lory 
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If you have a Serious 


Odor Problem 


Make this FREE TEST! 


1 For one week put aside messy,rash produc- 

* ing external deodorants. 

? We will send you one week’s supply of 
* NULLO free and postpaid. The magical 


sweet alfalfa—safely neutralizes the most 
stubborn odors, internally, BEFORE 
THEY FORM. 
Foot odors, under arm odors, breath odors 
*—even menstrual and colostomy odors— 
simply can’t exist when NULLO is used regu- 
larly. Try it, FREE! 
4 Send your name on the coupon below. Your 





ful pictures for Warners’,” she told him, 
“and now that I’m doing well, I can bring 
Terry and my mother to Hollywood to 
live with me.” 

But George sensed that underneath, 
Doris wasn’t happy. She seemed fright- 
ened and confused. “What’s wrong, Do- 
do?” he asked. 

Two broken marriages had left her 
tense and uncertain. And because she felt 
like talking, Doris opened up. “When I’m 
working on a picture, everything’s fine,” 


- , | she said. “It’s the rest of it that gets me 
ingredient it contains— extracted from fresh, | g 


down—the thousand and one demands on 
my time. Fittings, pictures, interviews, 
public appearances—I can hardly bring 


| myself to enter a room with more than 


* Seven Day Trial packet of NULLO willbe | 


mailed free, postpaid in plain envelope. 


THE DE PREE CO., Dept. 9310, Holland, Mich. 


l THe DE PREE CO., Dept. 9310, Holland, Mich. | 

Please mail postpaid a Seven Day Supply of } 
NULLO with directions for use. There is no ] 
charge to me now or at any other time. n 


NAME 





ADDRESS 








NOW! Save Up to 50% 
on Nationally Advertised Gifts 


Use this big, new FREE CATA- 
LOG to buy all kinds of gifts 
and merchandise for yourself, 
family, friends, neighbors. Ter- 
rific saving on big-name items. 
Iso, make money spare time 
taking orders from others! 


EVERGREEN STUDIOS 
Dept. 52 Box 846 Evergreen Park 42, Ill. 





WRITE TODAY FOR 
FREE CATALOG 
SENO POSTCARO 











four people in it. I feel so shy.” Except 
for the prospect of having Terry with her 
soon again, the rewards of fame, she felt, 
were more of a burden than a blessing. | 

George knew well that business deals, 


| contracts threw her for a complete loss. 


She hadn’t even been able to keep her 
— straight when they were mar- 
ried. 

She couldn’t worry her mother about it. 
She had no one. So she had gone along, 
feeling miserable, sure that she would 
never find anybody, anything to make a 
difference. 

And, from that meeting with George, 
came faith: If George had found such 
peace, couldn’t religion do the same for 
her? 

Doris began to search for it. Eventually, 
she found the answer for herself in Chris- 
tian Science. But the form of worship 
wasn't of primary importance. It was the 


| big thing, shared by all religions—a firm 





Women’s happiness de- 
pends on proper func- 
tioning of their delicately 
adjusted bodies. Func- 
tional disorders may 


FOR WOM EN cause scanty or irregu- 
lar menses. When this 


happens, just ask your druggist for a small pleasant tablet 
ealled Humphreys ‘‘11’’, a true homeopathic preparation. 
No prescription needed. 
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AVERAGE COST PER LESSON ONLY $1.25 


Enjoy security, no recession for Nurses. R 





Earn to $65.00 a week, good times or bad. 
Age, Education, Not important. Earn while 
learning. Send for FREE 16 page book. 


FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Room 98108, 451 S. Wabash Avenue, Chicago 5, |.linols 


Brush It Away—Look Years Younger 
It's easy with Brownatone. Thou- 
sands praise its natural appearing 
color. Instantly tints dull, faded 


or gray hair to lustrous shades of 
blonde, brown or black. Safe for 











; you and your permanent. Lasting— 

fi : ‘a does not wash out. 75¢ plus tax— 
at all druggists—or send for free sample bottle. Mailed 
in plain wrapper. Mention natural color of your hair. 


rite—Brownatone, Dept. 27, Covington, Kentucky. 
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faith and trust in God and His goodness. 
And she had found a wonderful man 
who shared it, too—Marty Melcher. She 


| met Marty when he became her business 


manager. She liked him from the first 
day—when he had given her a wonderful 
sense of relief by straightening out her 
muddled checkbooks. Soon, she learned 


| that he was more than her solid rock in a 





| 
| 


sea of troubles. He was good, clear 
through. “Marty is a very special kind of 
person,” Doris puts it. “I know now that 
I never fell in love with him. I loved him 
all along, right from the beginning.” 

But was Marty’s love, and their strong 
faith, enough to carry Doris through an- 
other danger that, according to Holly- 
wood buzzing, was threatening her? The 
third and perhaps unkindest rumor of all 
—that she was so opposed to Terry’s go- 
ing to school in the East that it had left 


her shattered with worry, and was affect- 
ing her home life? 

We asked a family friend who has been 
close to the Melchers for years. “Nothing 
to it,” was his prompt reply. “When Terry 
left, true she was fussing around like a 
mother hen. And she told everybody, 
‘Well, here I am, acting like a worried 
mother.’ She was, too—but wouldn’t any 
woman act that way when her son’s leav- 
ing home for the first time? She prob- 
ably felt it all the more, too, because 
they’re an especially close family. 

“But Doris is not an overprotective 
mother and recognizes the fact that kids 
need a certain amount of independence. 
She is very intelligent about facing this 
sort of thing, and has never let her at- 
tachment for Terry stand in the way of 
what was best for him. 

“About his going East to school,” he 
continued, “I happen to know how Doris 
and Marty both felt about it. Marty said, 
‘Out here, every kid of sixteen has to have 
a Jaguar or a Thunderbird. I don’t like 
it. And Doris agreed completely. They 
don’t want Terry to grow up dissatisfied 
by having too much.” 

Still . . . was Doris trying to quell her 
real feelings by trying te be sensible? 

“Doris hasn’t had time to worry,” the 
first woman friend laughed when we 
asked her this. “She couldn’t sit and 
mope if she wanted to. She’s had the new 
house to move into and furnish, Marty’s 
new office to help with, and they’re both 
up to their ears in plans for their produc- 
tion company, Arwin, and the details for 
the picture she'll make in London. ‘Roar 
like a Dove.’ ” ; 

And finally, to Doris herself. On the 
“Miss Casey Jones” set, she looked any- 
thing but worried as she sat beside Marty, 
watching a scene rehearsal. We were 
watching too, and decided to ask her point- 
blank, about this rumor. 

“No truth at all,” she replied. “We’ve 
seen Terry. He’s been up here on set to 
visit us, and in fact, he’s going to play one 
of the extras, so the three of us will be 
together more than ever before. The way 
its worked out, Terry’s switch from 
Hollywood to the Loomis School here in 
Connecticut has worked out exactly as 
we'd hoped.” 

Just what we wanted: CONCLUSION 
NUMBER 3. 

And, as a PS., we'll let Doris have the 
last word. She laughed and said, “Don’t 
believe everything you hear about me!” 
THE ENpD 





DICK CLARK SAYS... 


Continued from page 63 


| girl while she lasted. I’d have to make up 
| some excuse for walking her home right 


| after the dance, and it better be a lulu, 


| kids were going out for a snack. 





too, ‘cause Barbara knew all the other 

Finally, in desperation, I invented a 
headache. “Gosh, I feel so terrible, Bar- 
bara,” I wailed, holding my head in my 
hands after about the second-to-last dance 
to begin to prepare her for the idea. “And 
after the final strains of ‘Good Night, 
Ladies,’ I asked, pretty sheepishly, if she’d 
mind if I took her right home. She agreed. 

After Barbara was home and we'd said 
good night, I was walking home myself 
utterly mortified by the entire episode, and 
feeling sure I'd never see Barbara again, 
when I realized: Boy, I really did have 
a for-real headache! 

Well, Barbara was a doll about it and 
I did see her lots more after that. Now I 
have her dated up for life and we still 


laugh about that unforgettable second 
date. So you see, a romance can be born 
on the dance floor. And it can happen to 
you. 

More and more of you are going to 
dances. And dancing too. Sounds crazy? 
It isn’t. I can remember only a few years 
back when our crowd would head for a 
dance. Often the fellows would gather on 
one side of the punch bowl, the girls on 
the other. The fellows would talk to the 
fellows; girls would talk to girls and the 
poor guy spinning records would be talk- 
ing to himself. All the while a nicely 
waxed dance floor would go unused except 
for a few brave stray characters who 
would venture forth for a record or two 
before scurrying back to the wall. 

Lately, though, I’ve noticed all that is 
changing. The fellows seem to be break- 
ing away from that tight circle over there 
and using that time-honored but always 
welcome intro: “I beg your pardon, but 
may I have this dance?” Sometimes it may 
come out as “Hey—y’wanna dance?” or 
“Dance, huh?” But I assure you the mean- 
ing is always the same. 

I guess I’ve been to at least four dances 
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a week for the past four years. Let’s see, 
that’s at least 800 dances right there. 
Multiply 800 by two hours each and that’s 
roughly 1600 hours I’ve spent at dances! 
—not to mention the before and after- 
hours. While I don’t get too much time for 
the fancy footwork—I’m usually hopping 
all over the place running the show and 
taking care of a million and one details— 
I do get a chance to pick up a few tips 
here and there. 

How to act at a dance? I’m no expert, but 
if I were writing a dance book, this would 
be my first chapter heading: HAVE FUN. 
Relax, put on a bright smile, prepare your- 
self for a good time and, I'll bet, ten to one 
you'll have one. Nine times out of ten, 
fellows looking around for a partner will 
go for the girl who looks happy because 
they know she’s probably friendly. Perhaps, 
too, they’re a bit shy themselves, but a 
pleasant smile always breaks the ice. 
(Sometimes a girl has to take a little 
initiative here.) 


hat smile can also ease you through 

some otherwise embarrassing moments. 

For instance if you are asked to dance 
and would rather sit one out or wait for 
another partner, a simple, “Not right now, 
thank you,” said pleasantly, can soften 
this blow to a boy’s pride. 

Just a note of warning, though. You 
might be a bit shy and hesitant about 
dancing, but for a lot of young fellows it’s 
a big step breaking away and asking a girl 
to dance. Fellows don’t like to show it, 
but they can be hurt, too. That’s why I'd 
suggest that if you are asked to dance, ac- 
cept unless you really do have a darn 
good reason. And for fellows, I’d add, try 
to dance every dance. The fellow or the 
girl needn’t always be the best-looking, 
best-dressed or most popular. The im- 
portant thing is to get out on the dance 
floor. That’s why you are there. You'll have 
more fun, become a better dancer, meet 
more new friends, and find that the first 
step was the hardest. 

Once out on that dance floor—relax! 
How? Catch the tempo of the music and 
concentrate on the beat. You’ll forget your 
hands are perspiring from nervousness. 
Everything won’t go smoothly all of the 
time, you can be sure. You'll tread on his 
toes, and he’ll step on yours. That’s ex- 
pected. When it happens, a simple “Ex- 
cuse me” or “I beg your pardon” is all 
that is needed. (And don’t be afraid to 
laugh at yourself. You'll both feel more 
relaxed.) Sometimes, too, that can be 
shortened to “Sorry” (just for variety on 
the fifth or sixth time), but “Excuse me” 
is much better. 

But whatever you do, don’t follow the 
recent example of one boy at a record hop 
I was presiding at. Before the disc was put 
on, I heard him make this announcement 
to his partner: “Before we begin, I’d like 
to apologize for stepping on your toes.” 
During the number, I made sure to watch 
him, and sure enough, he did step on the 
poor girl quite a few times. But not a word 
out of him, come what may. He had made 
his apologies in advance, by gum, and he 
wasn’t going to utter another word! 

If things really get out of hand—say, 
for instance, if he’s doing steps you’ve 
never seen or done—then it’s time to 
politely call a halt, explain the situation, 
and start all over again. One way to do 
this would be: “I’m sorry I can’t follow 
you, but the step you’re doing seems like 
fun. Would you teach it to me?” Presto— 
you've saved yourself, and also may I add, 
flattered his manly heart. 

If you find that you are the better dancer, 
whatever you do don’t—no never—let him 
know it. A girl must try to follow the 
fellow no matter how bad he is. I’m sorry, 
girls, but that’s the rule, and if you’re a 
good dancer it isn’t too tough to follow. 


Besides, off the floor he may be a real hip 
guy, so why jump to conclusions? 

And speaking of hip boys and girls, in 
my book, you kids are more mature than 
any preceding generation at your age. Don’t 
let anyone try to sell you otherwise. On 
the whole, you certainly know what’s 
what; you’re, well—more hip. (Hip, inci- 
dentally, means hep, but only people who 
aren’t hip say hep.) 

But natch, all of us can slip once in a 
while, and a dance where you want to 
put your best foot forward, is no place 
to slip. Therefore, at mine, I’ve enforced 
a few simple rules of discipline and con- 
duct: 
coats and ties. No smoking, no gum-chew- 
ing, no toothpicks and, no dancing with 
hats and coats on. Dancing with hats and | 
coats on seems to be a big craze with| 
certain of you—don’t ask me why. But 
with me, it’s taboo. 

Another thing. If the fellow you are 
dancing with is someone new to you, don’t | 
worry about being nervous. He’s probably | 


just as nervous as you are. If he’s the type | 


who is quiet while dancing, go along with 
him. If he talks to you, then take your 
cue and reply. In other words, let the 
fellow take the lead here also. 


fter the record has finished and you’ve 
thanked him for the dance, if he 
doesn’t try to continue the conversa- 
tion you lead the way off the dance floor. 
If you don’t want to have the next dance 
with him, then after thanking him you 
return to your girl friends or crowd. In 
that way no feelings are hurt, and you 
needn’t say anything that might embarrass 
yourself or the fellow. And you needn’t 
get stuck with one guy all night. 

There’s another case when you might 
find yourself in a ticklish situation. That’s 
in a dance where “cut-ins” are permitted. 
When your first partner has stepped aside, 
just smile and welcome your new one with 
a pleasant “Hello,” and start dancing 
again. These “cut-ins” can be fun and 
liven up the dance, so take them in fun. 

And don’t be angry if your favorite 
partner then cuts in on some other girl. 
That’s all part of the game. If you don’t 
particularly want to dance with the fellow 
who cuts in, be patient and do the best you 
can. Most records are short. 

Besides, by even hinting at refusing a 
new partner you can put yourself in the 
center of a scene that would be painful 
for you, your embarrassed first partner, 
and the equally distraught “cut-in” part- 
ner. Who knows, someone else may cut in 
real soon. Then too, boys talk, you know, 
and in future “cut-in” dances you might 
find yourself very lonesome, and your 
partner will get the idea you’re not very 
popular. 

Of course if it’s just a regular dance 
and someone asks your partner if he can 
cut in, your partner should look to you. 
You answer with a smiling ‘ ‘yes” or “no.’ 
That’s all that’s required—and in this case 
no feelings should be hurt either way. 

Whatever you do, don’t let happen what 
happened at one of my dances recently. 
It seems a girl and guy were dancing and 
another boy cut in. The first boy refused | 
to let him and the girl, not wanting to} 
hurt any feelings, played coy and wouldn’t 
respond either way. Finally, the two fel- 
lows got into a real row and decided to 
leave the dance. Then it became a ques- 


tion of who would take the girl home. | 


They both wanted to. Finally, I had to step 
in and arbitrate. Solution? I called over 
another girl and sent them all home—as a 


foursome, with no pairing off allowed. | 


Point: the girl has more control over 
these situations right from the start than 
either she or the boy realize. Exercise this 
prerogative and you'll avoid possible un- 
pleasant situations 





Girls must be in dresses, boys in| 
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PERMANENT DARKENER °°": 
FOR LASHES AND BROWS <<", 


® NOT AN ANALINE DYE! 

@ 1 APPLICATION LASTS 4 to 5 WEEKS! 
Takes just seconds to apply...stays on 4 to 
5 weeks! ‘*Dark-Eyes’’ is the perfect way to 
make eyelashes and brows completely natural 
looking...and it will not harden or break 
them! ‘‘Dark-Eyes’’ is NOT A MASCARA! 
Will not stick to eyelash curler. Eliminates 
the bother of daily eye make-up. 
lt is PERMANENT, SWIMPROOF, 
SEND TODAY | swunGEePRoOF, TEARPROOF, and 
for SMEARPROOFI 


$1.25 (plus tax) at leading dreg, 
dept. and variety chain stores. 


wreeeeeee 


NO DELAY— 
your trial order 
shipped in 24 
hours! 
“DARK-EYES” COMPANY, Dept. P-108 
3319 W. Carroll Ave., Chicago 24, Ill. 
1 enclose 25c (coin or stamps—tax included) for 
TRIAL SIZE pkg. of **Dark-Eyes’’ with directions. 
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$500 FOR PHOTOS 


OFTEN MUCH MORE for your child's photo 
when used for advertising (magazines, 
calendars, billboards). All ages, all types. 
Rush one small black & white photo — 
me returned 2 weeks with judges’ report. 

| FREE GIFTS! 


* NATIONAL PHOTO EXHIBITORS 
= Box 3035-TA / North Hollywood, Calif. 


your NATURAL BUST 


YOU CAN DO IT YOURSELF 


without equipment of any sort. A 
simple, easy, 10-minute-a-day, home 
routine will expand your bustline, 
strengthen and tone your chest mus- 
cles, flatter your figure — all in 3 
weeks. Good posture will add to your 
charm, make you look and feel better. 
For fully illustrated course of instruc- 


tion, send only $1.00 today to: 
WILLDURK ASSOCIATES, 
—_ 102 Drawer 339, Reading, Mass. 

























ACHING BACK 


Now! You can get the fast relief you need from 
nagging backache, headache and muscular aches 
and pains that often cause restless nights and mis- 
erable tired-out feelings. When these discomforts 
come on with over-exertion or stress and strain— 
you want relief—want it fast! Another disturbance 
may be mild bladder irritation following wrong 
food and drink—often setting up a restless un- 
comfortable feeling. 

For quick relief get Doan’s Pills. They work fast 
in 3 separate ways: 1. by speedy pain-relieving ac- 
tion to ease torment of nagging backache, head- 
aches, muscular aches and pains. 2. by their sooth- 
ing effect on bladder irritation, 3. by their mild 
diuretic action tending to increase output of the 15 
miles of kidney tubes. 

Find out how quickly this 3-way medicine goes to 
work. Enjoy a good night’s sleep and the same happy 
relief millions have for over 60 years. Ask for new, 
large size and save money. Get Doan’s Pills today! 
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NURSING 


| HAVE A CAREER OR EXTRA INCOME 


FREE SAMPLE LESSON PAGES show how 

easily you can qualify for choice of 
careers as Practical Nurse, Nurse’s Aide, & 
S Nurse-Companion, Doctor's Office F 
m Nurse, Infant Nurse or as Hospital ¥ 
A Attendant. Learn at home in your spare © 
Mi time in a few short months. High school & 
B education not required, Students ac- & 
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No classes to attend. Easy spare-time train- 
ing covers big choice of subjects. Friendly 
instructors; standard texts. Full credit for 
previous schooling. Diploma awarded. 
Write now for FREE catalog 


WAYNE SCHOOL Catalog HH-60 
2527 Sheffield Ave., an 14, Ulinois 
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ANY PHOTO ui 


Size 8 x 10 Inches 
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper 
Same price for full length or bust 

form, groups, landscapes, pet ani- 


mals, etc., or enlargements of any 
part ofa group picture, Original is 
returned with your enlargement. 
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OLD FASHIONED MODEL T 


Just like father’s first car. . . sporty red wheels that really | 

turn, gold trim, and transparent windshield. Dapper begog- | 

gled pair hold salt and pepper. Territic conversation piece | 

or collector’s item. Miniature black plastic replica $1.25, 

FREE 48-PAGE CHRISTMAS CATALOG contains | 
hundreds of unusual items. 


ADRIANE Inc., 8-897 Finch Bidg., St. Paul 1, Minnesota 





At most informal dances or record hops, 
I’ve noticed, girls do dance with girls from 
time to time. Sometimes there aren’t 
enough fellows to go around. But from my 
personal observation, I would say that 
only in jitterbug numbers should a girl 
do this. I suppose, thinking about it, the 
reason there seems to be more girls than 
fellows at the dances is that girls can now 
go unescorted to these informal get-to- 
gethers, and let’s face it, girls seem to be 
interested in dancing before boys are. 

For dancing at informal hops—my spies 
report—“flatties” or flat shoes are the best 
for moving around smoothly. When dress- 
up occasions arise most of the girls find 
shoes with small heels are the best. You 
have to feel comfortable when you're 
dancing. And personally, I like girls in 
full skirts. And comfort holds true even 
in how you hold your partner. He'll hold 
your right hand where it’s most comforta- 
ble for him. Your left hand is your prob- 
lem, and I'd suggest you hold it high, up 
near his shoulders—and not too tight. 

He might think you’re trying to capture 
him. And just use enough pressure to help 
you follow his movements. That is a big 
help in improving your dancing. 

During breaks in the dance, if you find 
yourself with a strange partner and you 
are both willing to continue being together, 
there are many conversational ideas you 
can use. For one thing you might start 
with the last record that played, or the 
recording artist you like best, then to 
schools or your own school friends, and 
even friends you might have in common, 
or the dance itself. Look around for a 
mutual interest. 

As a flip suggestion, try out my latest 
vocabulary on him. Have you heard it? 
Cube—a square in three-D 
Squeep—a cross between a square and 

a creep 
Hot biscuits—good records 
Brain-bomb—an idea 
Fall-out—inspiration 
Ripe—O.K. 

Chicks and daddybirds—ladies and 
gentlemen 

Big bug—popular guy 

Pound our flippers—let’s applaud 

Are your flappers plugged?— 
you hear me? 

You’re pretty ape—You look good 

Death on the drumsticks—Hard on 
the legs 

Murder on the ground-grabbers—Hard 
on the shoes. 


Can’t 


f you are invited by him to have some 

refreshments, then of course he pays. 

If, however, you happen to meet him 
while you are buying some refreshments, 
then you should pay. I know from expe- 
rience if the fellow has the change, he'll 
invite you. If not, never suggest it. Wait 
until you are by yourself and get your 
own. 

While you are chatting with the boy, 
and he should pay you a compliment, all 
you need to do is smile and reply with a 
polite “Thank you.” You don’t know how it 
pleases the tender hearts of us men. 

There can be a problem when the 
music’s stopped, the band’s packing up to 
go home and you're getting ready to leave, 
can’t it? For instance, some fellow wants 
to take you home after you’ve been danc- 
ing with him for a good part of the eve- 
ning. If you know the fellow very well, 
and if you have come with a crowd of 
girls, then it’s OK to leave with him alone. 
If you’ve just come with one girl friend, 
and she hasn’t been so lucky, then you 
should go home with her. That’s best even 
if you do know the boy very well. If you 
don’t know the boy well, then tell him 
you've made a pact with your girl friends 
and you feel you should stick to it and go 
home with them. He’ll understand (honest) 





and may even want to join the party. If he 
does, don’t be shy. Invite him. If not, 
suggest he call you at home. If he’s really 
interested he will, and if he’s sort of bash- 
ful, give him a hand: suggest that you'll 
see him at the dance the following week. 

(One other note: Even though you girls 
do outnumber the fellows at many dances, 
it’s up to him to ask you to dance. You 
may only do the honors if it’s a “lady’s 
choice” or if he is a verrrrrry good pal!) 

Sometimes at dances some girls don’t 
get asked to dance right away. The name 
“wallflower” is often used for them, and 
believe me, most of them aren’t “wall- 
flowers” long. It just seems that way when 
you're standing there all alone while the 
others are on the dance floor. Remember 
not to worry; boys are people. 

As a kid, I thought I was peculiar look- 
ing and generally odd. I had been presi- 
dent of my junior high class and when I 
entered high school, I was awed by the 
mammoth surroundings. So Mom and I had 
several long talks about my inferiority 
complex. Time and time again she ex- 
plained that it didn’t matter what you 
looked like on the outside. It was what 
you were on the inside that mattered, 
anywhere you were—at a dance, in school, 
at home, throughout life. And, looking 
back, I learned that a personality is more 
than a skin-deep affair. This is one lesson 
Tll never forget. 

So above all, getting back to my very 
first tip, have fun. Don’t look bored, nerv- 
ous or unhappy. Gloom just keeps every- 
body away. A smile comes in handy. Put 
it on and enjoy yourself talking to the 
other girls around you. Then too, you 
could move to different sections of the 
dance floor from time to time. You'll see 
more people, more fellows will notice you, 
and before you know it you'll be on the 
dance floor, too. Another thing to re- 
member—don’t travel in crowds or giggle 
too loud. It scares us guys. We also don’t 
like it when girls lose things. So... 

When it’s time to leave the dance, look 
around to make sure you have all your 
belongings. We at the “Bandstand” have 
accumulated some lost ’n’ found pile. My 
wife’s the one girl I know who doesn’t 
have to worry when she goes through my 
pockets and finds bobby pins, safety pins, 
glasses, rubber bands, combs, barrettes, 
bracelets, earrings, etc. The reason? Two 
reasons. One, these are some of the things 
I find after the kids have gone home from 
dances. Two, these are the items I’ve 
learned to bring with me to telecasts and 
dances because girls forever dash up to 
me with this type of comment: “Dick, 
would you, by any chance, have a bobby 
pin? My hair’s flying all over the place!” 
or “Dick, have you an extra comb? I left 
mine in the ladies’ room.” One girl came 
over to me and frantically clutching at her 
waist, whispered, “Would you have a safe- 
ty pin? I’m desperate. I think my crino- 
line has come loose.” Moral: Take along— 
don’t borrow—your extra artillery, girls. 
I won’t always be handy to provide it. 

But I can provide this advice. I know 
most girls can become good dancers, either 
jitterbug or straight. I think if you prac- 
tice listening to the music, pay attention 
to the tempo, you'll have half the battle of 
the dance floor won. The other half is in 
the steps themselves. Where do you learn 
them? A lot of girls ’ve met learned the 
basic steps at home, from an older sister, 
brother or along with girlfriends. (And 
Photoplay has given you diagrams on 
page 65 for some fun steps.) Dance studios 
can supply the polish, if you need it. In 
no time at all your answer to “May I Have 
this dance?” will be a happy, confident 
“I'd love to.” 

Meanwhile, just put a record on—and 
start doing what comes naturally! That’s 
all for this month. DICK 
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SURPRISE PARTY 


Continued from page 56 


chicken salad again—how ’bout you?) 
Remember Cindy’s little red leather purse 
—the one you gave her at Christmas? 
(She takes it everywhere.) Well, Brucie 
took a fancy to it and made a barter deal. 
Seems he wanted to take it off her hands 
in exchange for a red apple, and Cindy 
let the male rule. (She loves red. “So she 
hasn’t any business sense,” I said to myself. 
“At least she’s beautiful.’’) 

But maybe Cindy wasn’t so dumb, after 
all. For later in the afternoon, Yvonne 
discovered Bruce shaking the purse, play- 
ing bean bag with it and throwing it 
around like mad. Even though the catch 
didn’t work and Brucie couldn’t open it, 
he got the biggest charge out of listening 
to those few coins jingling! A financier, 
maybe? At one point Cindy asked for her 
beret, which was in the purse. And when 
Yvonne told her where it was, her lower 
lip began to quiver a little. So Yvonne 
started to look for Bruce but by now he 
had vanished into thin air. (Are you sure 
there were no magicians at the party?) 
She finally found her pint-size purse- 
snatcher in the cedar grove, riding one of 
those pinto ponies you people imported for 
the occasion, and waving Cindy’s purse 
above his head, yelling, “Yippee!!” And 
did Yvonne ever have a time getting it 
away from him. She told me he wouldn’t 
give it up until yesterday. So she’s drop- 
ping it off this afternoon on the way to the 
hairdresser’s. By now, Cindy’s probably 
forgotten the whole episode! What a life. 

Another call from Ann (Jeffreys) Ster- 
ling. She loved Bridget’s little white eyelet 
embroidery dress. Also the idea of having 
the table favors as the only gifts. She says, 
and I’m inclined to agree with her, that 
too many presents spoil the party—and the 
kids. How nice—no battles over who got 
the nicest gift, like last time. I told Ann 
the swan favors with the gold coronets 
were made of real feathers. That’s right, 
isn’t it? (She’s interested in getting some 
for a card party she’s having.) 

By the way, we now have the answer to 
our party puzzle—why little Perry Damone 
was so terrified when your wonderful 
clown greeted him at the door. Pier (An- 
geli) says it goes back to one afternoon 
when Vic took Perry to a rehearsal at 
the Moulin Rouge to see the place where 
Daddy works. As Vic sat Perry down at a 
ringside table, and the rehearsal was about 
to start, a clown from the chorus came 
up to Perry and tickled him under the 
chin, with a long feather, laughing loudly 
at the same time. And you’ve never heard 
such screams! Poor Perry had never seen 
a clown before and was terrified. 

But I think the best idea of the day was 
yours. Sheila. Not organizing games for 
the kids really worked. There never was 
any need for them, was there? Rory and I 
are reminded of this almost every day, 
too, it seems. The morning after the party, 
he had to get up bright and early to report 
at the studio. It was so early the sun 
hadn’t come up yet, and as Rory groped his 
way around the pitch black upstairs hall, 
POP!!—he accidentally stepped right on a 
stray balloon, dead center, scaring the 
sleeping daylights out of Cindy and me. 
Needless to say, we both woke up in- 
stantly, and after Rory and I had a good 
laugh, we had some picnic stopping Cin- 
dy’s tears. She was really frightened. 

Then, the following weekend, while 
Rory was out back puttering around the 
yard, I hear, “Lita, come ’ere. Something 
from, outer space has invaded the prem- 
ises! 


I came outside, and did we laugh when 
Rory pointed to a high-up branch of our 
favorite hickory tree. There, sitting 
calmly, big as life, was one of Cindy’s toy 
stuffed animals—a monkey! One of the 
guests must have had the strong arm of a 
discus thrower or been some climber to 
get it up there. I loved Rory’s blasé com- 
ment: “Let’s leave it there for the next 
shindig.” 

The ponies haven’t recovered yet, either. 
So we’re sure you agree that us “old” 
fogies with our “square” games would 
have been strictly for the birds—at this 
occasion, at least! 

Guy, has Sheila had time to tell you 
about all the fun you missed while you and 
Rory were off loading the movie cameras? 
As you know, your little Dolly’s only used 
to sitting in high chairs, but since this was 
such an important party we decided to let 
her sit at the regular table with all the 
other kids. So Dolly was seated next to 
our Cindy and everyone was eating nicely 
—Dolly. content at first with her bottle of 
milk. Then Sheila and I made the big 
mistake of leaving the room for a minute 
and when one of us returned, we discov- 
ered Dolly had snitched ice cream from 
four other children’s plates! 

Then, when peace was restored, and 
everyone was eating ice cream and birth- 
day cake, all of a sudden I noticed three 
or four of the swan favors were missing. 
Sheila and I had set the tables and we 





knew we had put down enough of every- | 


thing. 

Then, I happened to look under table! 
There, on the floor, right at the spot where 
Doliy was sitting with Cindy and Bruce 
Morgan, were all the missing favors! While 
no one was looking, it seems Dolly had 
been taking the swans and one by one, 
hiding them under the table. Some sleight- 
of-hand artist, your youngest! 

And Guy, thanks for being so wonderful 
about rounding up the fathers, and for 
taking movies of everything that hap- 
pened—Rory tells me he appointed you 
chief camera operator while he lined up 
the shots. You know, I can vaguely re- 
member Rory shouting, “Okay there, bud- 
dy, make sure you get plenty of light there. 
Don’t forget, I’m buying half the prints!” 
That’s our boy, always giving directions, 
I thought to myself, but was too busy to 
hush him. (Rory has just yelled at me, 
quote, “Ask that so-and-so where are my 
prints!” !!) 

Well, you nice people, I guess this is a 
rather long thank you note to answer 
your thank you note. But we wanted you 
to know what fun we all had! I'll phone 





Saturday, Sheila. Maybe the four of us can | 
get together for a grown-up party—we still | 
have a few unused balloons and slightly 


used swans lying around. 
Love from us all, 
Lita 

P.S. Next time, Sheila, let’s not have paper 
table cloths. Let’s try something the chil- 
dren can’t tear to shreds. A nice sturdy 
linen, or better still, maybe Sears and 
Roebuck has cast iron ones! 


RORY’S IN U-I’S “THE SAGA OF HEMP BROWN.” 
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HAPPY BIRTHDAY 
TOMMY 


Continued from page 67 


out and pulled her close. “Oh, Judi,” he 


said. “Judi . . . can you believe it? I'm 
really twenty-one!” 
She nodded. “This is the day—August 


27th. How’s it feel?” 

“It feels like I’m getting old!” he laughed. 
Then his face clouded. “It feels . . . Judi, 
do you realize how good it is to know 
you?—you’re the only girl now I can 
really tell how it feels. Really talk to.” 

“Then tell me, Tommy,” she said softly. 
“That is, if you want to.” 

“TI do,” he said. “It’s been a big year. 
Here I am, twenty-one, and I’m so mixed- 
up. Not mixed-up really, I guess, but 
everything’s changed so much in the last 
year-and-a-half.” 

“For me, too,” she said. “I know. Re- 
member that first time we met?” 

“Would I forget? It was that time we 
posed for some pictures together—way 
back when. I thought you were a nice 
girl—nice-looking, too. And by the time 
we finished, I thought you were terrific!” 

“You didn’t show it. But I liked you, 
too,” she said. “You were kind of humble. 
It was right after you’d made that big hit 
in ‘The Singin’ Idol’ on TV, and I—well, 
I didn’t expect it.” 

He shook his head reproachfully. “If I 
had known—Hey! How come I didn’t ask 
you for a date then, anyway?” 

“Because you met Molly Bee!” 

Tommy laughed. “Oho! That’s why 
you kind of faded out of the picture. Mol- 
ly’s a pal of yours, isn’t she?” 

“She certainly is—I see her at church 
every Sunday. And I wouldn’t have 
dreamed of butting in.” 

“Gosh, that’s funny,” Tommy chuckled. 
“Because after Molly and I broke off, I 
would have liked to ask you for a date. 
But then you were going with that fellow 
who worked with me on the road, and I 
didn’t want to butt in!” 

Judi looked up at him and smiled. 
“Guess we have to thank Studio One for 
finally getting us together again.” 


H: drew her down beside him on a 
couch and took her hands in his. 

“That’s something I’ve always wanted 
to tell you,” he said. “How wonderful it 
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was, working with you on that show. You 
know, that was the first time I ever 
worked with somebody that I had known 
real well. I’ve always liked to work with 
people I don’t know, because that way you 
can be anonymous and not feel as self- 
conscious. I'll admit I was skeptical about 
working with you. But it worked out real 
great. I felt you understood me—I could 
talk to you. 

“You know,” -he went on quietly, “I kind 
of lost myself with you at times. For a lit- 
tle while, it was easy to love you and easy 
to think about you in terms of the show 
... very easy. Yet it was just as easy to 
turn it off again and be ourselves, after- 
ward. And that’s something really rare. 
For me it is, anyway.” 

She looked down at her hands, still held 
in his, and when she looked at him again, 
her eyes were like two deep, dark pools, 
fathomless with feeling. 

“T felt the same way, Tommy,” she con- 
fessed shyly. “At first, I thought how 
much older you seemed than you really 
were—you had so much understanding, 
and sympathy, and—I think the right word 
for it is compassion. I thought it must be 
because you had so many hard knocks—I 
knew you'd had a rough life. Then, when 
we began working, we weren’t just tossing 
lines back and forth. We actually did the 
scene. 

“What I liked most was that you were so 
honest about it. You really meant what 
you did, you believed in it.” 

A frown furrowed Tommy’s brow. “Judi, 
do you really think that?” he asked 
anxiously. “I do try so hard. But here I 
am, twenty-one, and I’m—well—confused. 
That’s what I wanted to talk to you about.” 

“How do you mean, Tommy?” 

“Well, what bothers me is that I keep 
changing. It seems like I’ve been chang- 
ing back and forth every two months. I 
change my taste in clothes, and my taste 
in girls, and what I like to do for a pas- 
time, hobbies—just everything. I never 
seem to like the same thing too long.” 

“Is that bad?” she asked gently. 

“That’s it. I don’t know. For instance, 
last year I felt I wanted to get married and 
needed somebody desperately. The year 
before that, I didn’t. The year before 
that, I did! Right now, I don’t feel I need 
anybody enough to get married. Frankly, 
I’m beginning to worry about myself be- 
cause I don’t think I will ever get mar- 
ried.” 

“Why?” she asked. 

“You see, it’s like this,” he explained 
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seriously. “When you get to a point where 
you don’t need anybody, it isn’t a question 
that you are getting good, or set in your 
ways—it’s that you don’t need any one 
but you need everybody. Do you know 
what I mean?” 

“Ye-es,” she said slowly. “I think so. 
I feel the same way, lots of times. I guess 
it’s part of growing up. You discover that 
needing people is a lot more complicated 
than a childish, romantic crush. 

“Take us, for instance. We both want 
the same thing very much—to make good 
in acting. Right now, that’s the most im- 
portant thing in our lives. Marriage? 
Sure, I’d like to get married. You know 
what I dream about? Having five kids— 
all boys! But I know it’s not for me now. 
I’m like you—I love acting. And I have 
to prove to myself I can be good at it—” 

“Wait a minute!” he interrupted, chuck- 
ing her under the chin. “You are good. 
Golly, you’ve got so much work—all those 
TV shows, and those three pictures you 
made for Universal—‘Summer Love’ was 
real good. Look how much you improved 
in ‘Money, Women and Dreams’ and ‘Wild 
Heritage’—you’re really going places!” 


he gave him a quick hug. “Thanks, 

you're real kind. But you see—that’s 

why marriage scares me. I know that’s 
a big job, too. And to do both well—I 
think it’s too much to tackle. At least, 
right now. 

“But, Tommy, the important thing is 
that we know this about ourselves. And 
because of that, we can come to each other, 
and talk out our problems, and it’s not a 
boy-girl type of thing. I can’t explain it 
too well, but what I mean is that we can 
talk without being nervous or trying to 
impress. I don’t have to say to myself, ‘Be 
careful what, you say, because he won’t ask 
you out any more if you say what you 
think’ because I know you aren’t that way.” 

Tommy leaned back against the couch, 
with a happy sigh of relief. “Whew!” he 
breathed. “That’s exactly what I mean! 
“Remember, when we were working on 
that Studio One show, when I told you how 
worried I was, because lots of girls I went 
out with seemed to be interested only in 
getting married... ? 

“... What I meant to tell you then was 
how great it was to know someone like 
you, who likes to dance and read and be 
serious and have a good time and never 
presses a guy. You can’t press a thing 
like romance. But I didn’t tell you.” 

“Yes,” she giggled, “and I told you, 
‘Tommy Sands, there’s one thing you have 
to learn. When we come on the set, we 
forget outside life. You’re not Tommy 
Sands, Boy, you’re Tommy Sands, Actor—” 
she broke off in a gale of laughter. “Oh, 
wasn’t I the tough one!” 

Tommy laughed, too. “But you gave 
me some more good advice. You said, 
‘Just tell the girl that you don’t want to 
get married. That hurts a lot less than 
trying to be nice and letting her find out 
the hard way.’” 

Judi put her hand on his arm. “I guess 
that’s the big thing, no matter what age 
you are. Being honest about your own 
feelings. Sure, we’re young, and maybe 
for that reason our feelings aren’t so clear 
yet. But if we’re honest about them, the 
future will take care of itself, and we don’t 
have to worry. Don’t you think so?” 

He took her hand in both of his, tightly. 
“Right!” he said. Then, jumping up and 
pulling her to her feet, “C’mon, we’ve got 
to celebrate my birthday. How ’bout a 
peach soda at Wil Wright’s?” 

“Fine!” she said. “Today you are a 
man!” And off they walked together— 
still holding hands. —ALEX JOYCE 


TOMMY’S IN 20TH’s “MARD1 GRAS” 
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